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INVITATION TO THE TABLE 


The Lord’s Supper was given to all the dis- 
ciples—to him who should betray Him, to him 
who should deny Him, to him who loved Him 
so—to Judas as well as to John. Christ imposed 
no conditions. He trusted to the appeal of His 
love. He did not say: “If you will serve me 
faithfully, eat this bread and take this cup.” 
Then Peter could never have supped with Him. 
It was after the meal that His love began to 
probe them. He did not fence the table nor dare 
I; nor would I.—Maltbie Babcock. 


If there be any who hunger and thirst, come. 
Here is bread, here is wine. If anyone thinks 
himself clad from top to bottom of his soul in 
righteousness, he would better go. This is no 
place for him. If any one knows that he has 
faults, that he has sinned, and is discontented 
with himself, let him come to this table and be 
fed. Taking the broken bread, let him by that 
symbol remember that Christ’s body was broken 
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8 INVITATION TO THE TABLE 


for him. Taking the wine, let him accept the 
cup of salvation by faith and with thanksgiving. 
—Henry Ward Beecher. 


Wherefore ye that do truly and earnestly re- 
pent of your sins, and are in love and charity 
with your neighbors, and intend to lead a new 
life, following the commandments of God, and 
walking from henceforth in his holy ways, draw 
near with faith, and take this Holy Sacrament 
to your comfort; and devoutly kneeling, make 
your humble confession to Almighty God.—The 
Ritual. 


a! 
THE LIFE-GIVING BREAD 


I am that bread of life—John 6. 48. 


MAN is a threefold being. He has a threefold 
form of life. Paul names that threefold life 
body, soul, and spirit. We do not know what 
life is, but we know that life is. By certain tests 
we know whether there is life in the body or not. 
By certain tests we also know whether there is 
intellectual life. By certain tests we likewise 
may know whether there is spiritual life. 

While the Bible does not ignore the physical 
life, nor the intellectual life, it has very much to 
do with and to say concerning the spiritual life. 
Plato and Aristotle and Emerson and Bacon were 
great teachers of the intellectual life. Christ was 
a far greater teacher than they. 

But Christ came not primarily as a teacher of 
life but a feeder of life. The physical life must 
be fed or it dies; the intellectual life must be fed 

9 


10 THE LIVING BREAD 


or it dies; the spiritual life must be fed or it dies. 
Jesus said, “I am that bread of life.” 

Analyze a loaf of bread, put it to, through 
every laboratory test, and you find no life present. 
A loaf of bread is a dead thing. The millstones 
have ground the life out of it. And what the 
millstones failed to do the ferment of the leaven 

~and the heat of the oven have done. You might 
plant a thousand barrels of flour, you would grow 
nothing. There is no life in bread. 

But bread feeds life. You never place bread 
between the lips of the dead. When life is gone 
bread is of no avail. You don’t feed the dead 
but the living. All the teachers and libraries in 
the world cannot feed the intellectual life of an 
idiot. He will peer at you out of his dead 
idiotic eyes, an idiot still. You may feed the 
intellectual life of one who is blind and deaf, as, 
for example, Helen Keller, who became so 
afflicted at the age of nineteen months, as a result 
of illness. But the idiot cannot be so fed—never. 
You cannot feed the dead. 

The first essential, therefore, is life. Before 
one can be fed he must possess life. Jesus Christ 
comes first to bring life. “I am come that they 
might have life.” God “breathed into his nostrils 
the breath of life: and man became a living soul.” 


THE LIFE-GIVING BREAD II 


No man inherits life, it must be put into him. 
“He that hath the Son hath life.” “In him, 
through him is life.” “You hath he quickened 
who were dead.” “He that receiveth not the Son 
shall not see life.” 

“He hath given to us eternal life, and this life 
is in his Son.” “When Christ our life is come.” 
“God so loved the world, that he gave his only 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him 
should . . . have everlasting life.” “Jesus saith 
unto him, I am the way, the truth, and the life.” 
More than three hundred times the Book speaks 
of life. The tree is spoken of as the “tree of 
life.’ The crown is spoken of as the “crown 
of life.” “Blessed is the man that endureth 
temptation: for when he is tried, he shall receive 
the crown of life.” “Shall receive’”—always re- 
ceived, always given. Life is given, received, not 
attained. 

Science long since proved there is no such 
thing as spontaneous generation in the physical 
realm. And there is no such thing as spontaneous 
generation in the spiritual realm. “Ex nihilo 
nihil fit’—“Out of nothing nothing comes.” 
Seven times in one chapter of this Book of Life 
we find such expressions as, “born from above,” 
“born anew,” “begotten of God,” “being born 
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again.” All these point to the origin and source 
of life as from without. “It is the free gift of 
God.” 

Christ came, and comes, first to give life, then 
to minister to life, to feed life. First life, then 
bread to feed that life. Life must be fed. That 
is the difference between a grass blade, a bird, 
a man and a stick, a stone, a clod. For its feed- 
ing life requires atmosphere, which involves 
among other things temperature. Naturalists 
tell us the birds carry and drop over England 
enough tropical seeds every year to make Eng- 
land a tropical wilderness. But England is not 
a tropical wilderness. What is lacking? Atmos- 
phere, temperature. In the frigids are small, 
dwarfed growths of puny leaves, mean and hard 
and little fruit, acrid and juiceless. Transplanted 
to the tropics, these become giant trees, with vast 
leaves like umbrellas, and fruit—large, luscious, 
juicy, tempting. Atmosphere does it. Atmos- 
phere ministers to life, feeds life. “Keep your- 
selves in the love of God.” 

Life also requires watering. Whether it fall 
direct from the skies or indirect by way of irri- 
gation, water the growing life must have, or it 
ceases to grow and withers, wastes, wilts, dies. 
Paul may plant and Apollos may water. Some- 
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body must water, for life unwatered is quickly 
dead. The prophet speaks of life, strong, vigor- 
ous life, as being “like a watered garden.” “Ho, 
every one that thirsteth, come ye,” and “take the 
water of life freely.””, And come we must or die. 
“He shall be like a tree planted by the rivers of 
water, that bringeth forth his fruit in his season; 
his leaf also shall not wither.” Christ, who is 
the living water, said, “If any man thirst, let 
him come unto me, and drink.” And drinking, 
we live. 

And to grow, life must be enriched frequently, 
constantly. The farmer has learned that the 
secret of a fruitful crop is fertilizer, a life- 
enricher. ‘As newborn babes, desire the sincere 
milk of the word, that ye may grow thereby.” 
“Grow up into him.” Christ is a life-enricher: 
“T am come that they might have life, and that 
they might have it more abundantly.” “TI am the 
living bread.” First life, then bread to feed that 
life. “Bread of heaven, feed me till I want no 
more.” 

These broken pieces of bread are but bits— 
mere bits for thy physical life. Unless by faith 
you partake of Him, the bread of life, this service 
will not be a feast for thy soul but a famine. 
Dost thy soul cry?—may it cry— 
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“Break thou the bread of life, 
Dear Lord, to me, 

As thou didst, break the loaves 
Beside the sea. 


“Bless thou the truth, dear Lord, 
To me, to me, 

‘As thou didst bless the bread, 
By Galilee.” 


II 
CHRIST CRUCIFIED 
There they crucified him.— Luke 23. 33. 


THE Master and the twelve are in the upper 
room. No, not the twelve, for Judas, with lips 
crimsoned with the sacred wine, has gone out 
into the dark to bargain with the priests for his 
Lord. And when Judas was born that early 
morn in the little cottage nestling amid the hills 
of southern Palestine, the young mother hugged 
him to her heart and whispered over and over, 
“Judas Iscariot, Judas Iscariot’”—that is, 
“Thanksgiving.” Judas Iscariot—Thanksgiving! 
It doesn’t fit, not to our minds. What a blessed 
thing that young mother couldn’t look ahead! 

One day the shadow of the Galilean fell 
athwart Judas’s path, and he was never the 
same again. No man is ever the same who once 
meets Jesus, whom Jesus meets. Eternity pivots 
on meeting Jesus at the dividing of the ways. He 
is the dividing of the ways. 

As always, Jesus proved to be “the savour 
of life unto life or of death unto death.” With 
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Judas it was the latter. The same gentle rain 
that softens the loam, hardens the sand into rock. 
The man in Judas shriveled and shrank, until he 
could push back from that first communion table, 
wipe the touch of the wine from his lips and, 
looking into the face of Pharisee and priest, say, 
“How much will you give me and I will deliver 
him into your hands?” 

The whole heart secret of Judas is told by his 
fellow apostle, James: “When lust hath con- 
ceived”—lust for gold and gain—“‘it bringeth 
forth sin: and sin, when it is finished, bringeth 
forth death.” Judas’s unholy and inordinate 
hankering to have was his undoing. 

In the East is a tree of beautiful blossom. 
Birds and bees are lured to it, to sup honey from 
it—and supping, fall dead. The fruit is tempt- 
ing to see; bite into it—hbitter as gall; bite through 
it and a very cloud of dust blinds the eyes. It is 
appropriately called “The Judas Tree.” It looks 
tempting. It is tempting. It is gall, bitter, bit- 
ing. The thirty pieces of silver proved to be 
Judas fruit—poor pay! 

And Judas, having done the deed damnable, 
that marks him for the ages, the officers come 
with sticks and stones and swords—here they 
come, under the shadows of the old olive trees, 
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to take Him. They took him, and up Golgotha’s 
heights they pushed him, and there—can it be ?>— 
and there “they crucified him.” 

There was one man, just one man in all that 
mob, who could have understood this scene: Bar- 
abbas could truly say, “He died for me.” Verily, 
“He was made of no reputation’—dying for 
Barabbas, thief, highwayman, murderer. “No 
reputation’—dying for thieves, dying with 
thieves. The last companion of Jesus on earth was 
a thief, and his first companion in paradise that 
same thief. For with his last failing strength 
he lifted the latch, and with his last fading 
breath he whispered—“To-day—with me—in 
paradise.” ‘““To-day’—how speedily! “with me” 
—what companionship! “in paradise’—what a 
dwelling place! 

There may be eyes strong enough, and hearts 
stout enough to stand and gaze upon that sight. 
’Tis not these eyes nor this heart. Midday swal- 
lowed of midnight! No wonder “the sun in dark- 
ness hid and shut his glories in.” If the sun 
could not look upon that scene, can not I. 


“Thou palsied earth with noonday night all spread; 
Thou sickening sun, so dim, so dark, so red; 

Ye hovering ghosts that throng the starless air, 
Why shakes the earth, why fades the light? Declare 
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Are those His limbs, with ruthless scourgings torn? 
His brow all bleeding with the twisted thorn? 

His the pale form, the meek, forgiving eye, 

Raised from the cross in patient agony? 

Be dark, thou sun; thou noonday night, arise 

And hide; O hide! that dreadful sacrifice!” 


But Jesus was mightier in his death than in 
his life, for “with his pierced hands he has lifted 
empires off their hinges, turned the streams of 
centuries out of their channels, and still rules the 
ages.” 

Christ dying on Calvary built the kirk yonder, 
hung, swung the door to yon schoolhouse, put a 
lever under the savage and lifted him up to 
civilization, gave the world light, liberty, and 
love, government and God, goodness and glad- 
ness. But the overpowering thought of it all is— 
he did it for me; he died for me; he prayed for 
me; he pleaded for me; he bled for me. “He 
loved me and gave himself for me.” 


“Jesus the crucified pleads for me, 
While he is nailed to the shameful tree, 
Scorned and forsaken, derided and curst, 
See how his enemies do their worst! 
Yet, in the midst of the torture and shame, 
Jesus, the Crucified, breathes my name! 
Wonder of wonders, O how can it be? 
Jesus, the Crucified, pleads for me! 
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“Jesus is dying in agony sore, 
Jesus is suffering more and more, 
Jesus is bowed with the weight of his woe, 
Jesus is faint with each bitter throe, 
Jesus is bearing it all in my stead, 
Pity Incarnate, for me has bled; 

_ Wonder of wonders it ever must be! 
Jesus, the Crucified, pleads for me.” 


Blind he who cannot see through this broken 
bread his body broken for me, and through this 
cup, his blood shed for me. Say it over and 
over—“For me, for me.” 


II 
THE SEVENFOLD CUP 


And he took the cup, and gave .. . it to them, say- 
ing, Drink ye all of it—Matt. 26. 27. 


First. It is the Cup of Salvation. In Matt. 
26. 27, 28, we read, “And he took the cup, and 
gave thanks, and gave it to them, saying, Drink 
ye all of it; for this is my blood of the new testa- 
ment, which is shed for many for the remission 
of sins.” This cup means and reveals not only 
the price paid for our redemption, but also the 
possibility of our redemption. This means a 
fountain has been opened in the house of David 
for sin and for uncleanness. This means not 
only that “without shedding of blood is no remis- 
sion,’ but that also “whosoever believeth in him 
shall receive remission of sins.” 

This means, “The Son of man came... to 
give his life a ransom for many.” 

This means, “though your sins be as scarlet, 
they shall be as white as snow.” 

This means that “while we were yet sinners, 
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Christ died for us,” and that “we shall be saved 
through him.” 
This means salvation is from ‘him. 


“Of Him who did salvation bring, 
I could forever think and sing.” 


“Salvation! O, the joyful sound! 
What pleasure to our ears!” 


Second. It is the Cup of Blessing. “The cup 
of blessing which we bless, is it not the com- 
munion of the blood of Christ?’ (1 Cor. 10. 16.) 
It is the cup of blessing to every brown man and 
every yellow man and every black man and every 
red man and every white man, “far as the curse 
is found.” “For as by one man’s disobedience 
many were made sinners, so by the obedience of 
one shall many be made righteous.’”’ “Where 
sin abounded, grace did much more abound.” 
Wherever the cup has gone it has wrought, 
brought blessing: the blessing not only of salva- 
tion but civilization, not only regeneration but 
education, not only conversion but character, not 
only blessing in the heart but in the hand. “In 
basket and in store”: blessings of light, liberty, 
love, and life. “Filled with all fullness”: Chris- 
tian nations are the prosperous nations and the 
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powerful. “The cup of blessing—is it not the 
communion of the blood of Christ?” It is. 
Third. It is the Cup of Thanksgiving. “And 
he took the cup, and gave thanks” (Luke 22. 
17). Over the doorway of a little ivy-clad 
English chapel, tucked away in a bit of God’s 
beautiful out-of-doors, are the words, “Think— 
Thank.” If we stopped to think more, we would 
thank more. -Some things we must have or we 
cannot live; without them we die; among life’s 
necessities are, bread, water, light, air. Yet how 
we take these without thought and without 
thanks! It is said that in the far north, where 
they have but one sunrise a year, when the 
time for the annual sunrise approaches, men 
climb to hills and peaks and wait and watch, 
and when the sun’s big, broad, red shoulders 
begin to push up from the horizon, men 
strong and stalwart fall on their knees and 
thank God for the sunrise. But we who have a 
sunrise every morning, take it without thought 
and without thanks. Among life’s necessities is 
salvation; and, like bread and water and air and 
sunshine, we take it—the priceless gift and the 
soul’s necessity—alas! without thought and with- 
out thanks. This cup means salvation, and, from 
us it should call forth deepest soul-thanksgiving. 
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Fourth. It is the Cup of Communion. “And 
he took the cup, and... he gave it to them: 
and they all drank of it” (Mark 14. 23). “And 
they all drank of it”—all: John the beloved and 
Judas the betrayer; Peter the hot-headed and 
Andrew the hot-hearted; Thomas the doubting 
and Philip the ever-believing; Nathanael the 
dreamer and Matthew the doer. “And they all 
drank of it”—the cup of commingling; com- 
munion—the communion cup. “Verily he is no 
respecter of persons.” He would have all to 
come and drink of his cup. ‘Whosoever will, 
let him come and take” his cup: the good, the 
bad; the learned, the ignorant; the rich, the poor 
—all colors and climes and kinds. And he said, 
“Drink ye all,” and “they all drank of it.” The 
cup of communion—communion one with an- 
other and with him, the world’s Great Lover and 
Giver. 


“The Saviour comes and walks with me, 
And sweet communion here have we.” 


Fifth. It is the Cup of Remembrance. “This 
do in remembrance” (Luke 22. 19). Remem- 
brance of what? Of Jesus? Yes—and of our 
sins. Taking these sacred emblems, representing 
his broken body and shed blood, let us never 
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forget, let us never fail to remember, it was our 
sins that nailed him to the tree. ‘This cup speaks 
of the exceeding sinfulness of sin. Forget never 
what sin—thy sin and mine—cost God. If a 
world could have purchased thy redemption, or 
a star or a galaxy or a sun or a system or a 
universe, how gladly God would have given them. 
But “only One was able to redeem.” 


“Twas great to speak a world from naught, 
*Twas greater to redeem”— 


and infinitely more costly. “He spared not his 
own Son, but freely gave him up for us all.” 

As thou takest the cup remember thy sins, 
and what he did to purchase thy freedom from 
their bondage. A cup of remembrance it is in- 
deed. 

Sixth. It is the Cup of Testimony. “As often 
as ye .. . drink this cup, ye do show the Lord’s 
death” (I Cor. 11. 26). Show, show forth, pro- 
claim. By this act ye cry, “Credo”—“I believe.” 
I believe “He suffered under Pontius Pilate, was 
crucified, dead and buried.” I believe “He was 
delivered for our offenses, and was raised again 
for our justification.” 

When you take the cup you bear testimony to 
his presence in thee, and his power to save thee 
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and the whole world. The early Christians went 
everywhere telling what a dear Saviour they had 
found. By this you proclaim you have found 
him, your Hope and Help. 

Seventh. It is the Cup of Expectation. “But 
I say unto you, I will not drink henceforth of this 
fruit of the vine, until that day when I drink it 
new with you in my Father’s kingdom” (Matt. 
26. 29). This cup points forward to the mar- 
riage supper of the Lamb. “Blessed are. they 
which are called unto the marriage supper of the 
Lamb.” It points to that day when shall have 
come to pass that blessed promise, “I will come 
again, and receive you unto myself; that where 
I am, there ye may be also.” It points forward 
to that hour when, if faithful unto the end, ye 
shall hear the Lord say, “Well done, welcome” ; 
and ye shall go sweeping through the gates, and 
shall sit down with him, and he and thee shall 
feast together forever by rivers of life-giving 
waters that flow from under the throne of God. 


IV 
THE EUCHARIST 
And be ye thankful.—Col. 3. 15. 


THE world’s first Emancipation Proclamation 
was written in blood on the sands of Egypt. In- 
tertwined with its story is the story of the pass- 
over, when “there was not a house where there 
was not one dead.” That night in the upper room 
Jesus retold the story of that first passover to 
his disciples with such flashes of new light and 
meaning that they lived it all over with their fore- 
fathers. ; 

Then Jesus showed them that this was his pass» 
over. That he was the passover Lamb. Taking 
the bread, he said, “This is my body which is 
given for you.” And turning to the cup, “This 
is my blood given for you; drink ye all of this, 
and be ye thankful.” 

And through the centuries since, in grand 
cathedral and in humble chapel, in valley and on 
hillside, millions uncounted have taken the 
broken bread and the cup and been thankful. 
“And be ye thankful.” 
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Elsewhere we are told, “He took bread and 
gave thanks, and brake it’; and also that “He 
took the cup, and gave thanks.” 

The Lord’s Supper is an ordinance, because 
Christ ordained it. It is called a sacrament from 
“sacramentum,” meaning oath of loyalty to the 
emperor. It is our “sacramentum,” our oath of 
allegiance to our Captain and King. In early 
times it was called the “Agape,” the Feast of 
Love. 

It is also called the Eucharist. ‘Eucharist’ is 
a Greek word written into English. It is made 
of two Greek words, meaning, “full of rejoicing” 
—overflowing with thanksgiving. 

On the mount of Transfiguration Moses and 
Elijah talked with Jesus concerning “his decease 
which he should accomplish at Jerusalem.’”’ Com- 
ing down from the mountain, he “set his face 
steadfastly toward Jerusalem,” toward the cross, 
toward the bitter cup, toward the sweaty agony, 
toward the cruel death and—‘“was thankful.” 
Eucharist—“full of thanksgiving.” 

Jesus gave thanks that he might suffer. He 
gave thanks that he might bear the burden of 
the world’s sin and sorrow and death. He gave 
thanks that he might give his life a ransom. He 
gave thanks that he might bear the world’s iniquity. 
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Every true soldier who crossed the seas in 
the Great War by that very act said to his coun- 
try, “Here’s my body broken for you; here is 
my blood shed for you.” And they thanked God 
they were counted worthy, worthy to suffer, 
worthy to fight, worthy to die. And Jesus in 
the upper room thanked God he was privileged 
to suffer, to sweat the bloody sweat, to die for a 
world’s redemption. 

In Second Chronicles we find this strange 
statement: “And when the burnt offering began, 
the song of the Lord began also’”’—literally, “A 
song of rejoicing,” thanksgiving; a Eucharist. 
What was the burnt offering? The life; all that 
was left was ashes. And when the sacrifice was 
begun the congregation burst into a song of 
thanksgiving—a Eucharist. Christ went on the 
altar; his life was the offering; he was consumed. 
Foreseeing this, nevertheless “he gave thanks.” 

Who, in the light of that sacrifice, in the 
shadow of that cross, could take the bread and 
the cup without a pean of praise, a shout of 
thanksgiving, a song of rejoicing? For he sees 
in that sacrifice his salvation, in that death his 
life,in the broken bread the Saviour’s broken body, 
broken for him; in the cup, his shed blood, shed 
for him. Eat ye, drink ye, “and be ye thankful.” 


Vv 
CHRIST’S GARMENTS 


All thy garments smell of myrrh, and aloes, and 
cassia.—Psa. 45. 8. 


WHOSE garments? Christ’s. The psalm 
plainly tells, for it is one of the most glorious of 
the Messianic psalms. 

And garments? In all literature garments are 
the emblem of character. This is particularly 
true of the Bible. ‘Let thy garments be always 
white.” “Your garments are moth eaten”; that 
is, your character is full of holes. “All our 
righteousness is as filthy rags’—ourselves, our 
souls. Of the prodigal it is written, “Bring forth 
the best robe, and put it on him.” The change 
of dress is significant of the changed life: 
changed from prodigal to penitent, from pen to 
palace, from swineship to sonship, from poverty 
to plenty, from bed of dirt to bed of down, from 
husks of starvation to heaven of sumptuousness. 

“Friend, how camest thou in hither not having 
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a wedding garment?” Has the Kingdom re- 
solved itself into a question of broadcloth or 
rags? It is not a question of soiled clothes but 
of soiled soul. It is written of the heavenly hosts 
that they are “arrayed in white.” Typical, that, 
of the white lives, white characters, white souls 
necessary to enter in through the gates. 

Paul exhorts us to put off the old man, the old 
life, the old robe, the old character, the old coat, 
the old garment, and put on the new. The gar- 
ment is the man. 

Christ’s garments are likened unto myrrh, 
aloes, and cassia. Myrrh? What is the character 
of myrrh? Its most distinguishing characteris- 
tic is its aromatic odor. It gives forth a sweet— 
the sweetest, the most delicate perfume. Myrrh 
is the synonym of sweetness. His garments 
smell of myrrh. 


“Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour’s brow; 

His head with radiant glories crowned, 
His lips with grace o’erflow.” 


“How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear! 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 
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“It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast; 
*Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest.” 


“The King of love my Shepherd is, 
Whose goodness faileth never; 
I nothing lack if I am his, 
And he is mine forever.” 


“How sweetly flowed the gospel’s sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 

While listening thousands gathered round, 
‘And joy and gladness filled the place!” 


His garments smell of myrrh. His life was 
that—sweetness. As he was, so would he have 
us be. 

“That sweet comfort was mine, 
When the favor divine 
I first found in the blood of the Lamb; 
When my heart first believed, 
What a joy I received, 
What a heaven in Jesus’s name!” 


His garments smelled of aloes. No other plant 
grows in the East that can be compared to the 
aloe in bitterness. But touch thy tongue to it, 
and the bitter taste will cling for days. ’Tis a 
saying out of the Orient, “bitter as aloes.” His 
garments indeed smell of aloes. “O the bitter 
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pain and anguish!” See him on the frosted 
mountains at midnight praying for thee—aloes. 
See him fighting back the wild waves of Galilee— 
aloes. See him ahungered, and then driven and 
beaten of temptation—aloes. See him betrayed, 
forsaken, crucified—aloes. 


“T saw One hanging on a tree, 
In agonies and blood, 

Who fixed his languid eyes on me, 
As near his cross I stood. 


“Oh! never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look: 

It seemed to charge me with his death, 
Though not a word he spoke. 


“My conscience owned and felt the guilt, 
And plunged me in despair; 

I saw my sins his blood had spilt, 
And helped to nail him there. 


“Alas! I knew not what I did! 
But now my tears are vain: 

Where shall my trembling soul be hid? 
For I the Lord have slain.” 


Aloes—remember the bitter cup he drained. 
Remember he tasted death for thee. 
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“What did thine only Son endure, 
Before I drew my breath! 
What pain, what labor, to secure 
My soul from endless death!” 


His garments smell of cassia. Cassia grows in 
India. Its medicinal properties are the greatest 
in number and virtue of any of the plants that 
grow in that land. It is the foundation of nearly 
all medicines of India. And its healing qualities 
are recognized by medical authorities everywhere. 
. Cassia—healing. His garments smell of cassia. 
Was not he the Great Physician? Did not 
mothers with their sick babes rush to him? Did 
not the blind throng him? Did not the lepers 
seek him out? He was the Great Physician. He 
is the Great Physician 


“The Great Physician now is here, 
The sympathizing Jesus; 

He speaks the wounded heart to cheer, 
O hear the voice of Jesus.” 


“I am coming to the cross, 

I am poor, and weak, and blind; 
I am counting all but dross, 

I shall full salvation find.” 


“Day by day, his tender mercy 
Healing, helping, full and free.” 
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“Let the water and the blood, 

From thy wounded side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 

Save from wrath and make me pure.” 


“His garments smell of myrrh, and aloes, and 
cassia.” Coming to his table may thy nostrils 
be filled with the.aroma of the myrrh—his sweet- 
ness. Coming, may thy deepmost soul as never 
grasp the bitter pain and anguish that thou didst 
cause him. Coming, may you find the Lord that 
healeth thee. 


“Thou my everlasting portion, 
More than friend or life to me.” 


VI 
THE KING’S FEAST 


The king made a feast unto all the people—Esth. 
f. 5 


AND with great elaboration, in much detail, is 
given the list of appurtenances and rare dishes 
and rich hangings—‘White, green, and blue, 
hangings fastened with cords of fine linen and 
purple to silver rings and pillars of marble.” 
And the feast continued through seven days, the 
king being present. The king gave the feast and 
the king was present. 

‘It is a beautiful story that comes to us from 
across the seas, that one day during the great 
War King George of England visited Saint Dus- 
tan’s Hospital for blinded soldiers. When the 
king entered, a blind soldier was playing. the 
organ. Some one started toward the organ to 
stop him, but the king would not permit him to 
be disturbed. He stood and listened awhile and 
then quietly passed on. It was not till his king 
was gone that the blind man knew he had been 
_ present. 
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The query has been raised by one, whether 
it would have made any difference in his playing 
had the blind man known that the king was pres- 
ent? Would he have been more painstaking and 
careful? Would he have touched the keys differ- 
ently? Would he have given much more thought 
to his execution, that it might have been as 
nearly faultless as possible? 

It is so easy to forget, not to be conscious that 
the King—thy King is present. He ts present. 
This is his feast. Are we like the blind English 
soldier, our eyes holden so that we do not see, 
do not know, do not realize he is here? If we 
really and truly and indeed felt he was present, 
how differently we would approach the table! 
He is here. It is his table. He invites. “The 
King made a feast unto all the people.” We 
need not pray, “Come, thou Almighty King,” 
for he is here. 

When you came you expected to meet your 
friends and neighbors and brethren and the 
members of your family at the feast. But the 
King—did you expect to meet the King? 
Would your preparation have been so carelessly 
and thoughtlessly made had you expected to 
meet the King at the feast? 

It is blessed we may meet those of our family 
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here for, “God setteth the solitary in families”; 
and our brethren— 


“Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above.” 


But—the King? Did you come expecting 
to meet the King? He is here—your King. Is 
he to you “the fairest among ten thousand, the 
one altogether lovely’? Are you prostrating 
yourself before him? are you spreading your 
trophies at his feet? are you crowning him 
Lord of all? Be ye sure, 


“Tf you do not crown him Lord of all, 
You do not crown him Lord at all.” 


Be blind, in his presence, to people and 
preacher and choir and chancel and altar and 
all, but remember the King, your King is pres- 
ent. May your eyes be opened that you may 
see the King in his beauty, and looking may you 
become like—like him! 


“Tm the child of a King, 
The child of a King, 

With Jesus my Saviour, 
I’m the child of a King.” 


VII 
THE CROSS THEN AND NOW 


God commendeth his love toward us, in that, while 
we were yet sinners, Christ died for us.—Rom. 5. 8. 


THE cross tc us is an emblem of glory. To 
those of our Lord’s time it was an emblem of 
guilt. We venerate it. They thought it a curse. 
We bow to it. They turned from it as the ac- 
cursed tree which bore felons as its awful fruit. 
We wear beautiful ivory and gold crosses and 
adorn our churches with them as precious 
symbols. They shuddered with a feeling of 
dread revulsion as they passed the great wooden 
instrument of death. 

The cross is precious to us, but not for what 
it is in itself. It is not precious because of its 
beauty or history, not even because our Lord 
died upon it. It is his death that avails—not 
the instrument of that death. 

It is precious because it illustrates and reveals, 
as no other object ever has or can, the love of 
Christ. It was not that he suffered as an inno- 
cent man; many in the history of the world have 
been unrighteously condemned. 
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It was not that he died praying for his execu- 
tioners, though few have possessed the grace to 
do so. 

It was not that he died for friends—some 
have even dared to do as much. He commended 
his love in that he died for a world of sinners. 

There have been men good enough and brave 
enough to sacrifice themselves for a righteous 
cause and for a righteous person. Christ died 
for a race in rebellion against his Father’s laws 
and rule. And he died for all the race, as much 
for those who reviled and persecuted him and 
executed him as for his own disciples and 
brethren. 

In what, then, do we rejoice? In the manner 
of his death? Nay, that was cruel and ignomini- 
ous. Peter in his sermon on the day of Pente- 
cost denounced it fiercely as the work of wicked 
hands. “Him... ye have taken, and by 
wicked hands have crucified and slain.” 

The manner of his death is revolting to us 
because it was an outrage on justice to take 
the life of one in whom the judge declared he 
found no fault. The thing that touches our 
hearts and finds warm response is the love of 
Christ for us as shown in his willingness to suf- 
fer death on the cross. 
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To be a Saviour he had to be a sufferer. It 
was necessary to God’s plan of salvation that 
Christ should die. And so He who thought it 
not robbery to be equal with God, humbled him- 
self and became obedient unto death, even the 
death of the cross. The cross had terrors for 
our Lord. Gethsemane is evidence of that, where 
he prayed earnestly that if possible the bitter cup 
might not be pressed to his lips. But it was not 
possible for that cup to be taken away. 

The Father could not save him without sacrific- 
ing the world—and could not save the world 
without sacrificing the Christ. So “He... be- 
came obedient unto death, even the death of the 
cross.” And thereby he proved his love toward 
us in that while we were sinners, rebels, aliens, 
enemies, he died for us. 

No wonder we sing with great gladness, 
“In the cross of Christ I glory.” We do not 
rejoice in the instrument of torture, nor in the 
cruel death thereon, nor in the terrors which our 
Lord suffered, but in the great love the cross 
reveals—a love all human loves excelling. 

These emblems—the bread, the juice from the 
fruit of the vine—speak to us of that love divine. 
“God is love. I know, I feel; 

Jesus weeps and loves me still.” 


VII 
WHAT MEANETH THIS? 


And they were all amazed, ... saying one to an- 
ether, What meaneth this?—Acts 2. 12. 


THAT exclamation and question was uttered by 
those who, having come “out of every nation 
under heaven,” beheld the marvel and miracle 
of the day of Pentecost. And as we gather and 
gaze upon this feast that became “a wedge be- 
tween grace and law, and a link between grace 
and glory,” we too may well exclaim, ‘What 
meaneth this?” 

This is a memorial, “This do as a memorial 
to me.” What a monument! Christianity is 
unique; so are its ordinances. 

Well has it been said: “What human society, 
in any age, ever instituted a feast to commemo- 
rate the death of the founder? Men celebrate 
with festivity and rejoicing the birth of their 
heroes, their accession to power, the date of the 
discoveries by which they enriched the world. 
- Sometimes, indeed, the death is observed, but 
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always as an occasion of sorrow, oftentimes of 
wrath, never with gladness, In other memorials 
only those who are living at a particular time 
or in a particular country can take part in the 
erection of the monument; all others can only 
gaze and admire and envy. In the erection of 
the Christian memorial every lover of the Lord, 
down to the end of time, no matter in what age 
or land, can have as intimate a part as the most 
favored apostle. To-day, after the lapse of 
eighteen hundred years, the feast is observed as 
lovingly and reverently as ever,” 

In the highlands of Scotland, in a wild glen, 
is a spring at which Prince Albert, the consort 
of the “beautiful” Queen Victoria, once stopped 
and drank. The owner fenced the spring in, 
made a beautiful basin of carved stone for the 
waters to flow in, and carved thereon an appro- 
priate inscription. Every passing traveler, every 
thirsty sojourner passing, stopping, stooping, 
drinking, reads the inscription and recalls him in 
whose memory and honor the monument has been 
reared, It keeps Prince Albert's name fresh and 
it refreshes all who drink from it. So the Lord’s 
Supper is a memorial, but a memorial that is food 
and drink—refreshing to all who receive it. 

It is also a covenant. ‘This cup,” said Jesus, 
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“is the new covenant in my blood, which is shed 
for you.” Would that we had but for a moment 
Oriental eyes and Oriental understanding, that 
we might grasp the deep importance of that 
declaration. For Orientals to break bread together 
or drink water together or dip salt together means 
a pledge of friendship. But to mingle each other’s 
blood is to swear eternal fealty, loyalty, protec- 
tion and defense—even to the cost of one’s own 
life. This is the blood covenant. What deep sig- 
nificance to the disciples when Jesus said, “This is 
the new covenant in my blood.” “By this,” it 
said, “I pledge you, my disciples, safety, protec- 
tion, friendship, love, loyalty eternal.” 

“Being now justified by his blood, we shall 
be saved from wrath through him.” He hath 
sworn to thee and pledged his oath in his blood. 
And thou to him? 


“His oath, his covenant, his blood, 
Support me in the whelming flood.” 


And it isa communion. With great eagerness 
Jehovah speaks of “Abraham, my friend.” I 
need a friend, I want a friend, I prize a friend, I 
must have a friend or die. But God? Yet he 
longs for those he can call his friends. And 
sweet communion here have they, the Father and 
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means that henceforth we swear that “for me 
to live is Christ’; that, though we are in the 
world, we will not be of the world; that “our 
lives are hid with Christ in God.” 


“Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to thee; 
Take my moments and my days; 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise; 
Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of thy love; 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for thee. 


“Take my will, and make it thine; 
It shall be no longer mine. 
Take my heart, it is thine own; 
It shall be thy royal throne. 

Take my love; my Lord, I pour 
At thy feet its treasure-store. 
Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all for thee.” 


This service, this table, this hour mean for me, 
for thee, separation, isolation, consecration, 
sanctification—a setting apart unto God. 


IX 


TOKENS 


By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples. 
—John 13. 35. 


In the Scotch Presbyterian Church a small 
metal piece called a token is given to all ac- 
counted worthy to participate in the coming com- 
munion service, and this token must be presented 
as the ticket of admission. 

“By this shall all men know that ye are my 
disciples.” A token is a sign, a seal, a badge, a 
symbol, an evidence, an indication. . 

The Lord’s Supper is a token. A token of 
obedience. The great apostle exhorts, “Obey 
them that have the rule over you.” “One is your 
Master, even Christ.” This Supper is a sign we 
are not our own; that we belong to Christ, and 
that we pledge anew to him our fidelity; that we 
not only from this time forward trust him but 
pledge to obey him. 
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Trust and obey. 

There is no other way 
To be happy in Jesus, 
But to trust and obey.” * 

This Supper is also a token of our loyalty. The 
darkest shadow that overhung that Last Supper 
in the upper room was the expressed knowledge 
that “One of you shall betray me.” Not only 
“one of you,” but “one of the twelve that dippeth 
with me in the dish,” which act of dipping was 
equivalent to swearing eternal friendship and 
loyalty. 

The test of true discipleship is loyalty. During 
the Napoleonic wars, at the beginning of the last 
century, when the French were invading Russia, 
they arrived at a small village. All the inhabi- 
tants had fled save one peasant—a woodman, 
judging from the ax in his belt. The officer in 
command of the French troops ordered the man 
to be shot. The soldiers raised their muskets 
and prepared to fire, but the peasant coolly faced 
the firing squad without flinching. The officer 
was so struck with the man’s courage that he 
commanded the firing party to lower their 
muskets and spare the prisoner’s life. “But,” 
said he, “we shall put a mark upon him.” They 
on Copyright 1914, by D. B. Towner, Renewal, Charles M. Alexander, 
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made a branding iron red hot and placed it on 
his hand. When they removed it something was 
left there. 

“What is that?” asked the woodman. 

“That,” said the officer, “is an ‘N’ for Na- 
poleon. You belong to him now.” 

The man turned, placed the branded hand on 
a solid place, took his ax from his belt, and with 
one stroke severed his hand from his arm. 

“There now,” cried he, “there is not one bit 
of me that does not belong to my Czar.” 

That man was true loyal. He would lose his 
hand rather than be branded a traitor. 

“Thou shalt have no other gods before me.” 
Through this service and Supper we pledge anew 
our loyalty to our Christ and King. 

Then, too, this Supper is the token of our faith. 

“My faith looks up to thee, 

Thou Lamb of Calvary, 

Saviour divine.” 

“Faith is the evidence of things not seen.”’ Christ 
is the Invisible One. This Supper is the pledge 
of our faith in him, whom we love though now 
we see him not, and believing, rejoice with joy 
unspeakable and full of glory. Through this 
rite we pledge our obedience, our loyalty, and 
our faith. 
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It is also a token of our fellowship. On the 
night of the Supper Jesus opened his heart to 
his disciples. He called them friends, brethren, 
children. He used many terms of endearment. 
Never would, never could, the disciples forget 
that night when he looked into their faces and 
their hearts. They and he had fellowship one 
with another. 

This service is sometimes called the Holy Com- 
munion because in it and through it the disciple 
finds fellowship with his Master, and his heart cries, 

“Thou my everlasting portion, 
More than friend or life to me, 

All along my pilgrim journey, 
Saviour, let me walk with thee.” 

And finally this Supper and service is the token 
of victory. It looks ahead to that hour when 
we shall join in the marriage supper of the Lamb. 
When we shall stand in his presence without spot 
or wrinkle or blemish. When we shall be like 
him, for we shall see him as he is. It is a fore- 
taste of that glorious time. On Christ’s part it 
is a pledge that no man shall pluck us out of his 
hand. That having loved us, he will love us to 
the end. He pledges us the victory that over- 
cometh the world. “By this shall all men know 
that ye are my disciples.” 
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x 
PREPARATION 


Then came the day of unleavened bread, when the 
passover must be killed. And he sent Peter and John, 
saying, Go and prepare us the passover.—Luke 22. 7, 8. 


Jesus and his disciples were in Bethany, the 
home of Mary and Martha and Lazarus—and 
who doesn’t know the story of the two sisters 
and their brother ?—also the home of Simon the 
leper, and the home of that immortal alabaster 
box that was broken by loving hands over the 
Lord’s burning, blistered, tired feet. 

It is Thursday, the day before the betrayal 
and the cross. And Jesus rests in this quiet vil- 
lage, two miles over yon hill from Jerusalem, in 
this simple home of love. 

Seemingly the Master has forgotten that to- 
morrow is the feast of the passover, for the dis- 
ciples called his attention to it, and said, “Where 
wilt thou we prepare for thee to eat the Pass- 
over ?”” 
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And the passover? It was in remembrance 
and celebration of that night in the land of Egypt 
when the death angel passed over, and the paschal 
lamb was slain and the blood therefrom sprinkled 
upon the doorposts, thus providing protection 
from death for those whose homes were thus 
covered. 

And Jesus sent Peter and John. ‘And he said 
unto them, Behold, when ye are entered into the 
city, there shall a man meet you, bearing a pitcher 
of water; follow him into the house where he 
entereth in. And ye shall say unto the goodman 
of the house, The Master saith unto thee, Where 
is the guest chamber, where I shall eat the pass- 
over with my disciples? And he shall show you 
a large upper room furnished: there make ready. 
And they went, and found as he had said unto 
them: and they made ready the passover.” And 
the two disciples prepared the passover; that is, 
the lamb for the passover, but The Lamb had 
been prepared from the foundation of the world, 
the Lamb John the Baptist beheld when he ex- 
claimed, “Behold the Lamb of God.” 

And all the prophets and priests, all the songs 
and psalms, all the types and symbols, all the 
teaching and preaching of the Old Testament had 
been in preparation of that passover—the pass- 
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over which saw the Lamb slain from the founda- 
tion of the world. 

This was the last time the passover in the Old- 
Testament sense was ever prepared. It was that 
night swallowed up by and in the Supper of the 
Lord, which points not forward to the Lamb to 
be slain but backward to the Lamb that was slain. 


The feast has been prepared. 


“The holy, meek, unspotted Lamb, 
Which from the Father’s bosom came, 
Who died for me, e’en me to atone, 
Now for my Lord and God I own.” 


The feast has been prepared. 


“°Tis finished, so the Saviour cried, 
And meekly bowed his head and died: 
Tis finished, yes, the race is run, 
The battle fought, the victory won.” 


The feast has been prepared. 


“The King of Heaven his table spreads, : 
And blessings crown the board; 
Not paradise with all its joys 
Could such delight afford. 


“Millions of souls, in glory now, 
Were fed and feasted here; 

And millions more, still on the way, 
Around the board appear. 
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“All things are ready, come away, | 
Nor weak excuses frame; 

Crowd to your places at-the feast, 
And bless the Founder’s name.” 


The feast has been prepared for you. Are you 
prepared for the feast? If not, then these are 
but broken bits of bread, bread only, and nothing 
more. And juice fresh pressed from the fruit 
of the vine—only that and no more. Unless the 
eyes of your soul are opened that you see through 
the bread the Lord’s body and through the wine 
his blood—then ’tis for thee only bread and 
wine. 

A prepared feast for a prepared people. Are 
we prepared for the feast? Looking within, lo! 
we see that we are unclean, undone, helpless, 
hopeless. All we can do is cry—we can do no 
other than cry: 


“Father, I stretch my hands to thee; 
No other help I know; 

If thou withdraw thyself from me, 
Ah! whither shall I go? 


“What did thine only Son endure, 
Before I drew my breath! 

What pain, what labor, to secure 
My soul from endless death? 
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“Surely thou canst not let me die; 
O speak, and I shall live; 

And here I will unwearied lie, 
Till thou thy Spirit give. 


“Author of faith! to thee I lift 
My weary, longing eyes: 
O let me now receive that gift! 
My soul without it dies.” 


Come to this feast prepared for all who hunger 
and thirst after righteousness. 


XI 
EMPTY PLACES AT THE KING’S TABLE 
And David’s place was empty.—r Sam. 20. 15. 


THE king of Israel gives a feast. A place, a 
seat has been provided for each member of the 
royal family and the royal household. But when 
they were assembled, seated, it was found that 
David’s place was empty. 

The King’s feast has been prepared. The 
King’s table is spread. The invitation has been 
given. Will David’s place be found empty? Did 
ever the members of the royal family assemble 
about the King’s table and not one place be 
empty? 

Look at the King’s table, look at thy self, and 
then know you that a place has been provided at 
the King’s table for you—for every member of 
the King’s family. And every one has his own 
_ place at the table. No one else can take your 
place, and your place can be taken by no one else. 

And the King, the Christ, said, concerning the 
eternal habitations, “I go to prepare a place for 
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you.” <A place prepared for every one. If you 
do not at last occupy your place, it will be forever 
empty. The place is prepared for you; are you 
prepared for the place? And so, at the King’s 
table, a place has been provided for all. 

A place has been provided for the children. 
Those who would refuse the children a place at 
the King’s table would also refuse the children 
_a place in the King’s mansion, “for of such is 
the kingdom,” and for such is the King’s table. 
“Suffer the little children to come unto me, and 
forbid them not, for of such is” my table—it 
may be said. “Except ye be converted, and be- 
come as little children,” ye shall in no wise find 
a place at the King’s table. 

It has been estimated that since Eve lulled her 
first babe to sleep in her arms more than twenty 
billion little ones have slipped out of their 
mothers’ arms to nestle forever in His bosom. 
When we go hence there may be room for ques- 
tion as to our whither, but when one of these 
little ones departs it is “to be forever with the 
King.” Twenty billion little children gathered 
around the King’s table there—who shall refuse 
them place at the King’s table here? Let no little 
child’s place be empty. Make a place for all the 
children. 
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A place has been appointed for all the sinning. 
“I came not to call” —invite—“the righteous, but 
sinners.” ‘The Son of man is come to seek”— 
to invite—“that which was lost.” “This is a 
faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, 
that Christ Jesus came into the world to save’ — 
to call—“‘sinners.’”’ “God commendeth his love 
toward us, in that, while we were yet sinners, 
Christ” invited us to his table. Not only is the 
invitation for those who feel the most unworthy 
but who are the most unworthy. Having loved 
the worst, he loved them to the uttermost. He 
invites us, not because we are good, but to make 
us good. “He loved me, and gave himself for 
me.” He invites me—you—to the King’s table. 
All the children are invited and all the sinning. 

And, without doubt or question, all saints. 
There be some among us whom all recognize and 
honor and call saints. He speaks of his “‘inherit- _ 
ance in the saints.” He hath hereabout large 
inheritance. He speaks of the prayers of the 
saints coming up before him. Then there goeth 
up from these altars prayers like sweet incense, 
as the King knoweth, and ye full well know. 
The apostle speaks of the “names of the saints.” 
Let us not here name names, but the King 
knoweth those that are his. 
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All are invited. ‘The Spirit and the bride say, 
Come. . . . Whosoever will let him” come to the 
King’s table. 

“Behold, I stand at the door, and knock: if 
any man hear my voice and open the door,” I 
will invite him to a place at the King’s table. 
“Come, all ye ends of the earth.” 


“Let every kindred, every tribe 
On this terrestrial ball” 


know assuredly they are invited. 

When you are seated at your own table, you 
find before you certain implements—knives, 
forks, spoons, dishes. These are to help you 
partake of the viands prepared. These are to 
help, not hinder; to aid, not to detract, from the 
feast. It is said that when Leonardo DaVinci 
had finished his great painting “The Last Sup- 
per,” those who came first to look upon it, ex- 
claimed, “O, what a beautiful cup!” DaVinci 
had placed in the Christ hand a cup of wondrous 
finish and fashion. Instantly, according to the 
story, DaVinci seized a brush and, to the pained 
amazement of all, obliterated the cup in the paint- 
ing, his explanation being, “If my cup detract 
from the face of my Christ, it shall have no 
place in my picture.” This broken bread and 
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this cup are not to detract, but to aid; not to 
hinder, but to help you partake of the feast of 
the King. Remember, they are not the feast, 
they are but the implements of the feast. By 
them ye lay hold “of the meat that perisheth not.” 

Put your hand into the King’s hand, and let 
him lead you to his table, and may you feast 
with the: King and the King with you. Come, 
“taste, and see that the Lord is good.” Blessed 
is the man that “feasteth with him.” 


XII 
FEASTING THROUGH FAITH 
Of his fullness have all we received—John I. 16. 


WHEN the communicant receives the bread he 
is addressed in these words: “Take and eat this 
in remembrance that Christ died for thee; and 
feed on him in thy heart by faith.” 

“Then Jesus said unto them, Verily, verily, I 
say unto you, Except ye eat the flesh of the Son 
of man, and drink his blood, ye have no life in 
you.” And this feasting is “in the heart by 
faith.” “Of his fullness have all we received” 
by faith. ‘As many as received him” by faith. 
This is a feast through faith. 

All animals have five senses. Man alone of 
all animal creatures has six. Through his five 
physical senses man reaches out into ever-enlarg- 
ing but limited circles. Through the sense of 
taste he reaches out in a very limited circle; 
through touch a larger but yet much limited 
circle; through smell a still larger though yet 
limited circle; through hearing a yet larger circle 
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but limited still; through sight the largest circle. 
But how small still is the circle encompassed by 
sight! ; 

Through faith man reaches out into a world 
illimitable and lays hold of verities which lie 
wholly beyond the power and province of any 
and all physical senses. Through this sense we 
feed on the Saviour in our heart; we reach out 
and take and taste and see that he is good. 

Through faith is made possible our eating his 
flesh and drinking his blood, without which there 
is no life in us. 

This is a feast through faith. Faith is the 
hand that reaches out and takes the Living Bread. 
Faith receives.. Faith appropriates. Faith 
realizes. Without faith it is impossible to please 
God. Without faith this feast is naught but 
bread. Faith reaches out, receives, appropriates 
Him. 

“O for a faith that will not shrink,” that falls 
not short, that fails not, that faints not. The 
old hymn goes, “’Tis our faith in Jesus brings 
the Saviour near.” 

People have been heard to say: “The Lord’s 
Supper means little to me. If I know when it 
is to be celebrated, I absent myself.” It is mean- 
ingless, empty, profitless if we come with five 
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senses only. Of no virtue, of no avail, unless 
“we feast on Him by faith.” It was after forty 
days that angels came and ministered unto Jesus. 
He feasted by faith. 

And Elijah, fed of the angels, went in the 
strength of it many days. He had fed on Him 
by faith. 

“My faith looks up to thee.” And my faith 
lays hold of thee—the Living Bread, the life-giv- 
ing Bread, the true Bread that came down from 
heaven. “The bread of God is He who came 
down from heaven.” “Take, eat: this is my 
body which is broken for you.” 


XIII 
MEMORIALS 
This do in remembrance of me.—z Cor. 11. 24. 


“InN remembrance of me” is just another way 
of saying “a memorial for me.” There are many 
memorials in the world. Tennyson’s “In Me- 
moriam” is one of the most beautiful and finished 
products in the English language. There are 
memorial poems, such as this, and memorial 
tablets and memorial days and memorial struc- 
tures. 

The world is given to memorials, and the world 
is given to erecting memorials. On the banks 
of the Potomac stands the tallest monument ever 
erected on this earth; a memorial to him who was 
“first in war, first in peace, and first in the hearts 
of his countrymen.” A memorial to the hero 
of Valley Forge, to the commander of the Conti- 
nental Army, to the first President of the United 
States—the Father of his Country. 

Yonder on the banks of the Seine in beautiful 
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Paris is the Hotel des Invalides, with its rich 
sarcophagus holding the dust of the “Little Cor- 
poral” of France—“In memoriam” to Napoleon 
Bonaparte. Overlooking the noble Hudson 
stands the magnificent mausoleum of Ulysses 
Simpson Grant—America’s memorial to him 
who “trampled treason under foot.” As we 
gaze upon the wondrous pile of marble and in- 
breathe the prayer for the whole world, cut deep 
in its face, “Let us have peace,’ we remember 
how he led armies to battle to make your liberties 
and mine sure. A memorial to the life and deeds 
of America’s great general, the hero of Appo- 
mattox. 

Yonder in Trafalgar Square of England’s 
“old London town” there lifts its head high 
toward heaven a memorial to Lord Nelson, Eng- 
land’s greatest naval hero, her saviour on the 
seas; and this memorial says, “Lest we forget 
his deeds of daring for English liberty.” And 
England has erected memorials to Wellington, 
hero of Waterloo, and to many other heroes. 

At Springfield, Illinois, is another, to that 
troubled man who bore in his soul “the weight 
of a nation’s woe” and the bonds of four million 
serfs. An old Negro, standing by that memorial 
to our sad-souled Lincoln, sobbed, ‘He did it 
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of my broken body; and the cup—drink ye this, 
as a memorial of my blood shed for you.” 

The memorial to Grant cost three quarters of 
a million dollars. The one to Garfield a half 
million. The one to Lincoln a third of a million. 
The memorials to Washington, to Wellington, 
to Napoleon represent fabulous sums. If the 
memorial to Christ cost in like manner, only those 
possessing the wealth of the Rothschilds—the 
very rich—could remember him. : 

Christ “proved his love toward us,” proved 
his greatness, his divinity, in asking us to provide 
as a memorial of him that which the least and 
the lowest and the poorest can do—a bit of 
broken bread, a bit of juice fresh pressed from 
the fruit of the vine. Verily, he is no respecter 
of persons. He would have all of every land— 
those possessed of plenty, those pinched of pov- 
erty—‘“do this as a memorial” unto him. 


“Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, 
All our sins on thee were laid.” 


We pledge thee anew this hour we will ever re- 
member, “Thou hast full atonement made.” 


XIV 
THE SEVENFOLD REMEMBRANCE 
This do in remembrance of me.—Luke 22. I9. 


WE remember Jesus as our crucified Saviour; 
we know him as our risen Lord. If he were per- 
sonally and bodily in the bread and wine, we | 
could not be told to remember Him, for we re- 
member only an absent one, not a present friend. 

‘He does not bid us receive the memorials of 
his body and blood in remembrance of our- 
selves, but in remembrance of him, and the best 
preparation a believer can make for approaching 
the Lord’s table acceptably and profitably is to 
forget all about self, and to be wholly occupied 
with Christ. 

First. We are to remember his deity. This 
is at least hinted at in the first chapter of the 
Bible, when we read, “In the beginning God 
[plural] created the heaven and the earth,” and 
when “God [plural] said, Let us make man in 
our image, after our likeness.” But after the 
fall of man brighter and brighter shone the 
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promise of a divine Deliverer, until David re- 
joiced that he was a type of the Man from on 
high; and Isaiah, as if expressing the need and 
longing of the entire race, exclaimed, “Unto us 
a child is born, unto us a son is given: and the 
government shall be upon his shoulder: and his 
name shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The 
mighty God, The everlasting Father, The Prince 
of Peace” (isa. 9.6). 

When we come to the New Testament he is 
Jesus, or Jehovah, the Saviour, and Emmanuel, 
or God with us, of whom it is said: “In the be- 
ginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God, and the Word was God. The same was in 
the beginning with God. All things were made 
by him; and without him was not anything made 
that was made” (John 1. 1-3). 

He was the Son of God in a sense peculiar to 
himself, the heir of all things, the Maker of the 
worlds, the outshining of the Father’s glory, the 
exact impress of his substance, upholding all 
things by the word of his power, by himself pay- 
ing our sins, seated on the right hand of the 
Majesty on high (see Heb. 1. 1-3). So that we 
need not hesitate for a moment to fall at his feet 
with Thomas, and cry out with adoring wonder, 
“My Lord and my God.” 
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Second. We are to remember his humanity. 
To the Virgin the angel said, “Thou shalt con- 
ceive in thy womb, and bring forth a son”—there 
is his humanity. ‘He shall be great, and shall 
be called the Son of the Highest’”—there is his 
divinity. He was a babe wrapped in swaddling 
clothes—there is his humanity; but the angel 
introduced him as “a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord’’—there is his divinity. He was bap- 
tized—there is his humanity; but the silence of 
heaven was broken above his head, and the voice 
of God owned him as his beloved Son—there is 
his divinity. He slept upon a pillow in a ship— 
there is his humanity; but he arose and muzzled 
the storm—there is his divinity. He wept at the 
grave of Lazarus—there is his humanity; but 
he called his dead friend from the tomb—there 
is his divinity. He sweat as it were great drops 
of blood falling down to the ground—there is 
his humanity; but in the same chapter he an- 
nounced that he would be seen coming in the 
clouds of heaven with great glory—there is his 
divinity. 

Third. We are to remember his holy life. 
From his conception to his last moment upon the 
earth he was absolutely without failure or im- 
perfection. He alone could say, “The Father 
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hath not left me alone; for I do always those 
things that please him” (John 8. 29). He alone 
could say, “The prince of this world cometh, 
and hath nothing in me” (John 14. 30). He 
alone could say, “I have glorified thee on the 
earth: I have finished the work thou gavest me 
to do” (John 17. 4); of him alone could it 
be written, ““Who knew no sin” (2 Cor. 5. 21); 
“without sin” (Heb. 4. 15); “in him is no sin’ 
(1 John 3. 5); “holy, harmless, undefiled, sepa- 
rate from sinners” (Heb. 7. 26). Hence outside 
of the Bible no life of Christ can be written, for 
human hand cannot paint the flash of the 
diamond. 

Fourth. We are to remember his death, which 
was unique, even as the union of two natures in 
his person and his spotless life were unique. 
Nothing like it ever occurred before, nor can 
ever occur again in the whole universe, nor in 
the lapse of everlasting ages. It was a death 
that was intimated in the Garden of Eden, that 
was set forth in the bloody sacrifices under the 
law, that made him cry out in anguish of spirit 
again and again in the Psalms. “He was 
wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised 
for our iniquities: the chastisement of our peace 
was upon him: and with his stripes we are 
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healed” (Isa. 53. 5). “Christ died for our sins 
according to the scriptures” (1 Cor. 15. 3). 
“Who his own self bare our sins in his own body 
on the tree” (1 Pet. 2. 24). Ever before him 
stood the cross in its minutest horrors, but it was 
the awful truth that God, “made him to be sin 
for us” (2 Cor. 5. 21) which wrung from his 
pallid lips and breaking heart the wail of aban- 
doned woe, “My God, my God, why hast thou 
forsaken me?” (Matt. 27. 46.) . 

Fifth. We are to remember his resurrection. 
Of this great and essential historical fact we 
have thirteen distinct witnesses and classes of 
witnesses: (1) Mary Magdalene (John 20. 11- 
17); (2) the women returning from the sepul- 
cher (Matt. 28. 5-9); (3) the Emmaus disciples 
(Luke 24. 15-31); (4) Peter (Luke 24. 34; 1 
Cor. 15. 5); (5) the assembled apostles, Thomas 
being absent (John 20. 19-24); (6) the as- 
sembled apostles, Thomas being present (John 
20. 25-28); (7) the eleven disciples on a moun- 
tain in Galilee (Matt. 28. 16-20) ; (8) seven dis- 
ciples from the of Galilee (John 21. 2); (9) 
above five hundred brethren at once, the greater 
part of whom lived twenty-five years later (1 
Cor. 15. 6); (10): James (1 Cor. 15.7) 3 (41) 
all of the apostles, including the seventy (1 Cor. 
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15. 7); (12) all of the disciples on the Mount 
of Olivet (Acts I. 1-12) ; (13) Paul, as one born 
before the time (1 Cor. 15. 8). Moreover, if 
Christ be not risen, (1) preaching is vain; (2) 
faith is vain; (3) the apostles are liars; (4) hope 
is vain; (5) we are yet in our sins; (6) our 
friends who have fallen asleep in Christ are pun- 
ished; (7) we are of all men the most miserable 
(1 Cor. 15. 12-19). “But now is Christ risen 
from the dead, and become the firstfruits of them 
that slept.” And this we fling in the face of 
all doubt and darkness and devils. 

Sixth. We are to remember his intercession. 
Taking his victorious way from the tomb to the 
right hand of the Father, “He is able also to 
save them to the uttermost that come unto God 
by him, seeing he ever liveth to make intercession 
for them” (Heb. 7. 25). This is presented as 
the crowning excellence of his finished work in 
our behalf, for the challenge is hurled against 
every foe, “It is Christ that died, yea rather, that 
is risen again, who is even at the right hand of 
God, who also maketh intercession for us” (Rom. 
8. 34). He gave a sample of his intercession 
when he prayed for poor Peter (Luke 22. 32); 
and when he said to the Father in behalf of his 
people, “I pray for them; I pray not for the 
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world, but for them which thou hast given me” 
(John 17. 9). Blessed be his name, ‘We have 
not an high priest which cannot be touched with 
a feeling of our infirmities; but was in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin” (Heb. 
4. 15). 

Seventh. We are to remember his coming 
again. Indeed, his coming again is a prominent 
feature, and an unavoidable association of the 
ordinance, “For as often as ye eat this bread, 
and drink this cup, ye do show the Lord’s death, 
till he come” (1 Cor. 11. 26). And when? I 
cannot say. God hath not intrusted to my hands 
his clock. “The times and the seasons hath the 
Father put in his own hands.” He hath not even 
shown me the face of his clock. I do not know 
what o’clock it is by God’s timepiece. Divine 
chronometry is not a human device. All I know 
is—he is coming; “for as often as ye eat this 
bread, and drink this cup, ye do show the Lord’s 
death till he come.”’ That is a divine certainty. 
God’s clock is wound up. In time, his time, it 
will strike twelve, God’s high noon. It may be 
forgotten; it may be despised; but yonder in the 
future of to-day, or to-morrow, or the next day, 
or the next week, or the next year, or one hun- 
dred years, or a millennium of years, shines like 
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“the bright and morning star” the certainty of 
his coming again. 

“Surely I come quickly. Amen. Even so, 
come, Lord Jesus” (Rev. 22. 20). 


XV 


EATING AND DRINKING UNWORTHILY 


He that eateth and drinketh unworthily, eateth and 
drinketh damnation [judgment] to himself, not dis- 
cerning the Lord’s body.—r Cor. 11. 29. 

WuHatT multitudes, reading these words and 
counting themselves as wholly unworthy, have 
in all sincerity and in all sadness said, “I am not 
worthy, therefore I will not come.” Whatever 
this scripture may or may not mean, of one thing 
be assured, Paul, by the Holy Spirit, did not 
speak to hinder people, but to help them; not 
to keep them away, but to bring them to the 
Lord’s table. 

The matter resorves itself into one question: 
Whom did, does, Christ invite? And one thing 
is sure: if we read that Paul does not invite all 
whom Christ invites, then we know that we do 
not interpret Paul aright. 

A careful reading of this whole scripture 
plainly reveals that “unworthily” does not refer 
to the communicant, the recipient, that is to his 
personal unworthiness, but to an unworthy con- 
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ception of what the Lord’s table is. Paul really 
says that those eat and drink unworthily who do 
not discover in the emblems the Lord’s body. 

At first the early church celebrated and ob- 
served the Lord’s Supper daily, then later 
weekly. Gradually it drifted into a feast, a social 
time of eating and drinking; some even became 
drunken. Paul in this eleventh chapter of First 
Corinthians severely condemns this manner of 
observance and exclaims, ““What? have ye not 
houses to eat and to drink in?’ And Paul de- 
clares all who thus observe the Lord’s Supper 
do it unworthily, in an unworthy manner. 

He says in effect: “The Lord’s Supper is not 
a feast, in the accepted sense, in a social sense. 
Nay, nay. Such a conception of it is an un- 
worthy conception. It is not a social and con- 
vivial gathering at all”’ Thus he pictures it: 
“The Lord Jesus the same night in which he was 
betrayed took bread: and when he had given 
thanks, he brake it, and said, Take, eat: this is 
my body, which is broken for you: this do in 
remembrance of me. After the same manner 
also he took the cup, when he had supped, say- 
ing, This cup is the new testament in my blood; 
this do ye, as oft as ye drink it, in remembrance 
of me. For as often as ye eat this bread, and 
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drink this cup, ye do show the Lord’s death till 
he come” (1 Cor. 11. 23-26). 

That sets forth and explains its proper observ- 
ance and significance. It is not a feast with 
men, of men; it is a feast with the Lord. And 
not seeing in it, through it, the Lord’s body 
broken for you, and his blood shed for you, is 
an unworthy conception. 

“Eat in your hearts by faith.” It is not a lip 
eating but a heart eating. “So let him eat of 
that bread and drink of that cup.” “So”—dis- 
cerning the Lord’s body and blood. 

But Paul in this scripture does exhort, “Let a 
man examine himself.” What does he mean by 
“examine himself” if it is not for the purpose 
of discovering his worthiness or unworthiness? 
He is to examine himself, not.to keep him away, 
but to lead him to the table aright, with the right 
understanding of what the table is, that coming 
he may discern the Lord’s body and receive the 
spiritual blessing the Lord intends. 

In our prayer of preparation we pray, “Grant 
us, therefore, gracious Lord, so to eat the flesh 
of thy dear Son Jesus Christ and to drink his 
blood, that we may live and grow thereby.” “So 
to eat” refers to the manner, conception, under- 
standing. 
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As to the question of personal worthiness or 
unworthiness, who is worthy in himself, of him- 
self? ‘Ye that do truly and earnestly repent of 
your sins, and intend to lead a new life, draw 
near with faith and take this Holy Sacrament to 
your comfort”—not to your condemnation. 

He invites whom? Saints? “I am not come 
to call’’—invite—“the righteous, but sinners.” 
Are you a sinner? Then are you especially, 
particularly, personally invited. In truth, if you 
are a sinner, you belong to the only class that is 
invited. 

Behold, I show you a divine paradox: the most 
unworthy in their own sight are the most worthy 
in the Lord’s sight. Who dares stand and de- 
clare, “I am worthy’? Such belongs to the 
company of that Pharisee who stood and 
thanked God he was worthy, and who went away 
condemned. Rather he is worthy in the Lord’s 
sight, who, like the publican, does not so much 
as lift his eyes to heaven, but cries, “Unfit, un- 
clean, unworthy.” With one breath, he cries, “I 
am a poor sinner and nothing at all,” and with 
the next breath, “Jesus Christ is my all in all.” 
The Lord’s table is the appointed place wheré 
sinner and Saviour meet. Therefore, ‘“Whoso- 
ever will let him come and take.” 


XVI 
THE DECLARATORY RITE 


As often as ye eat this bread, and drink this cup, ye 
do show the Lord’s death till he come.—z Cor. 11. 26. 


Tue Lord’s Supper is the great declaratory 
rite. The words of the text occur in Paul’s story 
of the Lord’s Supper. He says, “I have re- 
ceived of the Lord that which also I delivered 
unto you, That the Lord Jesus the same night 
in which he was betrayed took bread: and when 
he had given thanks, he brake it, and said, Take, 
eat: this is my body, which is broken for you: 
this do in remembrance of me. After the same 
manner also he took the cup, when he had supped, 
saying, This cup is the new testament in my 
blood : this do ye, as oft as ye drink it, in rgmem- 
brance of me. For as often as ye eat this bread 
and drink this cup, ye do show the Lord’s death 
till he come.” 

Paul did not receive the story of the Last 
Supper from Peter or John or James—from 
apostle or disciple. He received it directly from 
the Lord. “I have received of the Lord that 
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which also I delivered unto you.’”’ Paul’s, there- 
fore, is an independent and separate testimony, 
and is thereby that much the stronger. The Lord 
thought it worth the while to tell the story of 
that night to Paul direct. 

And Paul says this ordinance is a declaration. 
“Ye do show forth’—declare; literally, “pro- 
claim aloud.” Preaching is the oral declaration 
of the gospel. This rite is the symbolical declara- 
tion; the only difference being in the method of 
the declaration, both declare the same great truth. 
“A parable is a spoken symbol. A symbol is an 
acted parable.” This rite presents the gospel 
symbolically through the eye. Preaching pre- 
sents the gospel orally through the ear. 

The Lord’s Supper is a proclamation, a decla- 
ration—of what? Of the Lord’s death. “Ye 
do show forth”—proclaim—‘the Lord’s death.” 

Vhen we celebrate this sacrament, when we 
uncover the table and show these plates of broken 
bread, when we gather about the altar and take 
these symbols of bread and wine, we proclaim to 
the world the death of our Lord. 

By this rite we proclaim our need of a Saviour 
and our acceptance of him as our saviour. 

“Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that thy blood was shed for me, 
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And that thou bidd’st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


Just as I am, and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


Just as I am, though tossed about 

With many a conflict, many a doubt, 

Fightings within and fears without, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind; 
Sight, riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, all I need, in thee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 


Just as I am, thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 


Just as I am, thy love unknown 
Hath broken every barrier down; 
Now to be thine, yea, thine alone, 
O Lamb of God, I come!” 


May we see ourselves as he sees us—as we are. 
And may we see him our all sufficiency. “Believe 
and thou hast eaten,” said Augustine. “Eat and 
ye shall live,” said Jesus Christ. 


XVII 
WILL HE BE AT THE FEAST? 


What think ye, that he will not come to the feast ?— 
John If. 56. 


JERUSALEM is packed. The Jews from every 
city under heaven have come up to Jerusalem for 
the great feast of the passover. The topic of 
every conversation in every group gathered in 
knots on the street corners is The Young Gali- 
lean. From lip to lip goes the inquiry: ““Have 
you seen him? Think you he will come to the 
feast?” Without the Galilean the feast will lack 
interest. Without him the feast—this feast— 
will lack profit; the feast will be a famine. 

In diplomatic circles a short time ago a banquet 
was held in honor of an ambassador from one of 
the great governments of the earth. At the last 
moment the guest of honor was detained by un- 
expected and pressing matters connected with 
his government. The daily papers described how 
flat the feast fell, and how empty the festive 
board was without the chief guest. 
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The feast is spread before you. What think 
you—will the Chief Guest be at the feast? With- 
out him this broken bread is but broken bread, 
and this cup but juice pressed es the fruit of 
the vine. 

Will he be at the feast? Did you invite him 
to come with you? Did you bring him with you? 
Of certain ones we read, “They besought him 
that he would depart out of their coasts.” Of 
certain others, “He did not many mighty works 
there because of their unbelief.” They did not 
bid him depart, they did not refuse him entrance, 
but they did not invite him in; they did not fling 
open the door crying, “Welcome.” “If any man 

. . open the door, I will come in to him and 
will sup with him, and he with me.” He must 
be wanted. He must be welcomed. He must be 
invited. 

“What think ye, that he will not come to the 
feast?” The Guest of Honor will not come un- 
bidden. He will not stay unasked. There was 
no room for him in the inn. There is no room 
for him in many a heart and in many a home 
and at many a feast. What think ye, will there 
be room for him at this feast, at thy feast? 

And if he is absent? There may be refresh- 
ment, but there will be no refreshing. There will 
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be eating, but no strengthening therefrom—feast- 
ing but famine. 

But if he is at the feast? He will turn thy 
little loaves into a banquet divine, thy few crumbs 
into a feast of fatness, thy handful into heartful. 
And ye shall go in the strength of that eating 
many days. Come ye to the feast, but make ye 
sure you bring him with you. . “Eat, and may 
your soul live.” 


XVII 
HIS DEATH OR HIS LIFE—WHICH? 
Ye do show the Lord’s death—zrz Cor. 11. 26. 


IN many quarters there is more and more a 
growing tendency to emphasize Christ’s life as 
the important thing. His life should not be less 
exalted and emphasized. He indeed lived to 
teach men how to live. But in view of the in- 
creasing sentiment in many places, it is passing 
strange that the thing Christ himself emphasized 
was not his birth, nor his miracles, nor his say- 
ings, nor his doings, nor his life at Bethlehem or 
Nazareth or Galilee or Judea, but his death. 
And he left commandment that his disciples 
should remember by a celebration—this celebra- — 
tion—not his life but his death. By that very 
request he himself says, “My death is the one 
outstanding and important thing of my pilgrim- 
age.” 

The prayer of consecration clearly sets forth 
why this is true: “Almighty God, our heavenly 
Father, who of thy tender mercv didst give thine 
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only Son Jesus Christ to suffer death upon the 
cross for our redemption; who made there, by 
his oblation of himself once offered, a full, per- 
fect, and sufficient sacrifice, oblation and satisfac- 
tion for the sins of the whole world.” 

The cross is not one of the incidents in the life 
of our Lord—it is the incident. His death is 
not one item and fact in his earthly career—it 
is the fact. God could not ignore sin and be 
‘God. He could not ignore man and be God. 

God could not condone sin. He must condemn 
it. “The wages of sin is death.” Even God — 
cannot arbitrarily set aside those wages. The 
penalty must be paid by man or God. The cross 
is the only answer. He died that we might not 
die. He was made sin for us. “He hath made 
him to be sin for us who knew no sin.””’ He came, 
“The Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of 
the world.” “Christ hath redeemed us from the 
curse of the law, being made a curse for us: for 
it is written, Cursed is every one that hangeth on 
a tree.” “Who his own self bare our sins in his 
own body on the tree.” In order that we might 
be spared, God “spared not his own Son, but de- 
livered him up for us all’; “he who was de- 
livered for our offenses.” We are “reconciled 
to God by the death of his Son.” We live not 
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because he lived but because he died—the just 
for the unjust, the sinless for the sinful. 

However, the cross does not save, else all 
would be saved. The acceptance of the cross is 
salvation’s answer. “God was in Christ, recon- 
ciling the world unto himself.” But the world 
must needs accept the reconciliation. “We re- 
joice in God through our Lord Jesus Christ, by 
whom we have now received the reconciliation.” 
We must receive—believe—if we would profit 
from the price he paid for our redemption. And 
think of the price paid for us. 


“When I survey the wondrous cross 
On which the Prince of glory died, 

My richest gain I count but loss, = 
And nour contempt on all my pride.” — 


Think of the cost of us to God! This broken 
bread and this cup point to Calvary’s cross, 


“Where they crucified him, where they crucified him, 
Where they nailed him to the tree. 
And so, there he died, my Lord crucified, 
To save a poor sinner’ like me.” 


XIX 
COMMUNION 


They communed together—Luke 24. 15. 


SomE call it mass, and some the feast of love, 
and others the Lord’s Supper, and some others 
the sacrament, and still others the Eucharist. 
But no name by which it is known is more signifi- 
cant, more full of meaning, more beautifully 
sweet than the communion—communion with the 
Master and with one another. 

Communion means drawing near unto God. 
Declares the psalmist, “It is good for me to draw 
near to God: I have put my trust in the Lord 
God.” “And Abraham drew near to God”—so 
near that God could say of him as he never said 
of any other living man, “Abraham, my friend.” 

Communion means _ fellowship—fellowship 
with God and with one another. “God is faith- 
ful, by whom ye were called unto the fellowship 
of his Son Jesus Christ our Lord.” “That which 
we have seen and heard declare we unto you, 
that ye also may have fellowship with us: and 

88 


COMMUNION 89. 


truly our fellowship is with the Father, and with 
his Son Jesus Christ.” 

Communion means entering into the holiest. 
“Having therefore, brethren, boldness to enter 
into the holiest by the blood of Jesus, by a new 
and living way, which he hath consecrated for 
us, through the veil, that is to say, his flesh; and 
having an high priest over the house of God; 
let us draw near with a true heart in full assur- 
ance of faith.” 

Communion means dwelling in the secret place 
of The Most High. “He that dwelleth in the 
secret place of the most High shall abide under 
the shadow of the Almighty.” “And we have 
known and believed the love that God hath to us. 
God is love; and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth 
in God and God in him.” 

Communion means abiding before God. “He 
shall abide before God forever.” “He that loveth 
his brother abideth in the light.” “Abide in me, 
and I in you.” “If ye keep my commandments, 
ye shall abide in my love.” 

Communion means to sit together in heavenly 
places. God hath raised us up together, and 
made us sit together in heavenly places in Christ 
Jesus.” As we eat and drink may “We have 
fellowship one with another, and the blood of 


be qaickened, and our eyes opened that we 2) . 
we sap with him and he with as. . 


KX 
THE WORDS OF THE LAW 


The law was our schoolmaster to bring us unto 
Christ —Gal, 3. 24. 


We have just repeated together the Ten Com- 


_ mandments and following each, we have sung, 


a: 


“Lord, have mercy upon us, and incline our hearts 
to keep this law.” And after the last one we 
sang together, “And write all these thy laws in 
our hearts, we beseech thee.” 

The story is told of a village pastor in a foreign 
country who was training a class in the catechism 
and the Commandments. He said: “Now, Vic- 
tor, you recite the fifth commandment.” 

“Honor thy father and thy mother: that thy 
days may be long upon the land which the Lord 
thy God giveth thee.” 

“Now, Richard, you say it.” 

“Thou shalt not work on the Sabbath day. 
Thou shalt not covet. Thou shalt not—’ 

“No, no! Do as you are commanded. What 
is it?” 

“Thou shalt not steal.” 

gI 
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“Did ever I see such a stupid boy in my life! 
Sit down. I will see you after class again.” 

The boy buried his face in his hands and burst 
into tears. 

After class was dismissed the pastor went to 
see the boy’s mother, who lived outside the village 
in the forest in a wood-cutter’s hut. The pastor 
knocked but received no answer. As he opened 
the door he heard a faint voice. He entered the 
house, pushed open the door to a chamber, and 
there lay the mother, very ill, on her bed. He 
said, “How long have you been sick?” he in- 
quired. “Two weeks,” was the answer. “The 
doctor says I need blood, but all I can get is 
coffee. My husband is chopping in the forest. 
All he earns he spends at the tavern. My eldest 
daughter does not care for her mother; she works 
in the mill in the nearest city. She does not come 
to see me when she is working there.” . 

“Where is your second daughter?” 

“T am ashamed to speak about her.” 

“Who takes care of you?” 

“Little: Richard. I would die if it were not 
for little Richard. He gets up at four o’clock, 
cuts grass for the cow, and milks the cow. When 
he has prepared breakfast for me he washes the 
dishes; after school he comes home and gets 
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dinner, then he goes out and gathers rosin from 
the trees and sells it; sometimes he makes twenty 
cents a day. If it were not for Richard I should 
die.” 
_ Yet little Richard could not tell one command- 
ment from another. The two girls had stood 
at the head of their classes; they learned the 
catechism and the Commandments, but neither 
_ one cared for the stricken mother. 
' Ah!-have you Jesus Christ in your’ intellect 
when you ought to have him in your spirit? 
Through the few bare thoughts the boy had mas- 
tered, with trembling fingers and weak intellect 
he had come into the spirit of Christ. He could 
not tell one commandment from another, but he 
could live them all. It is vastly easier to memo- 
rize all than to live any one of them. The Chris- 
tian life is not a question of intellect, not a ques- 
tion of emotions, it is the life of Jesus Christ 
bringing the very life of God in the innermost 
parts of a man’s inner life. 

The pastor’s eyes were opened. He called 
Richard to him. The little fellow drew back 
frightened. The pastor said, “I must apologize 
to you for my stupidity. I thought you did not 
know the catechism and the Commandments. I 
did not know the truth. It is vastly better to live 
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the Commandments than to memorize them. I 
am sorry I misjudged you, my boy.” 

The humble pastor saw a great truth. It is 
far better to live the law than to memorize it, 
to have it in your heart than in your head. The 
law was a schoolmaster that took the little lad 
by the hand and led him to Christ. 

We cannot live the Commandments unaided, 
unhelped. What the law could not do in that 
it was weak through the flesh, God, sending his 
own Son in the likeness of sinful flesh, did. The 
law is a failure for us unless it lead us toward 
Christ—to the Christ. This service, these 
symbols are a failure for us unless this broken 
bread lead us to his body broken for us, and 
this juice of the vine lead us to his blood shed 
for us and for all, for the remission of sins. 

May we have the seeing eye—the eye that can 
see through the bread his body and through the 
cup his blood. And, seeing, may this service lead 
us to him. 


XXI 
MY LORD AND I 
Abide in me, and I in you—John 15. 4. 


“T have a Friend so precious, 
So very dear to me, 
He loves me with such tender love, 
He loves so faithfully; 
I could not live apart from him, 
I love to feel him nigh, 
‘And so we dwell together, 
My Lord and I.”* 


Awnp John the Baptist stood with two of his 
disciples, and pointing to Jesus, said, “Behold 
the Lamb of God.” And immediately those two 
disciples followed Jesus, and when they learned 
where he abode “They abode with him that day.” 
What a day of communion! what a day of fel- 
lowship! what a day of his abiding with them 
and of their abiding with him! And he, who is 
no respecter of persons, invites us to thus come 
apart and abide with him. ‘ 


1“My Lord and I,” copyright, 1902, by J. Wilbur Chapman, Charles M. 
Alexander, owner. 
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“Sometimes I’m faint and weary, 
He knows that I am weak, 
And as he bids me lean on him; 
His help I gladly seek; 

He leads me into paths of light 
Beneath a sunny sky, 

And so we walk together, 
My Lord and I.” 


“And Enoch walked with God: and he was 
not; for God took him.” That is, God took him 
to dwell with him forever. A little girl said, 
“Enoch walked and walked with God, and he 
got so far away from home and it got so late, 
God said to him, ‘It is so late; come in and stay 
with me.’ And Enoch went in, and he liked it 
so much he stayed with the Lord ever after.” 


“He knows how much I love him, 
He knows I love him still; 
But with what love he loveth me 

My tongue can never tell; 
It is an everlasting love, 
In ever rich supply, 
And so we love each other, 
My Lord and I.” 


—intimates, friends, lovers. 


“I tell him all my sorrows, 
I tell him all my joys, 

I tell him all that pleases me, 
I tell him what annoys; 


MY LORD ANDI. _—_ ov 


He tells me what I ought to do, 
He tells me what to try, 
‘And so we walk together, 
My Lord and I.” 


Some boys passed a hut where dwelt all alone 
an old colored woman called Granny. Hearing 
her talking, the boys opened the door, and seeing 
no one but her they asked, “Granny, are you all 
alone?” “Yes—jes’ me an’ Jesus.” ‘And sweet 
communion here have we.” 


“He knows how I am longing 
some weary soul to win, 

And so he bids me go and speak 
The loving word for him; 

He bids me tell his wondrous love, 
And why he came to die, 

And so we work together, 
My Lord and I.” 


“My Father worketh hitherto, and I work.” 
“As my Father hath sent me, even so send I 
you’—to be workers, doers in the world, not 
hearers only. Well might we pray unto Jeho- 
vah, saying, praying, “Make me a blessing.’’ 

“T love his yoke upon me, 
And easy ’tis to bear; 


In the burdens which he carries 
I gladly take a share; 
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For then it is my happiness 
To have him always nigh: 

We bear the yoke together, 
My Lord and I.” 


“Thou therefore endure hardness, as a good 
soldier of Jesus Christ.” Paul was a bond sery- 
ant, a yoke fellow, of Jesus Christ. 


“So up into the mountains 
Of Heaven’s cloudless light, 
Or away into the valleys 
Of darkness or of night, 
Though round us tempests gather 
And storms are raging high, 
We'll travel on together, ‘ 
My Lord and I.” 


“Come, let us anew our journey pursue’’—to- 
gether with the Lord. And he said, “I will never 
leave you.” 


“And when the journey’s ended 

In rest and peace at last, 

When every thought of danger 
And weariness is past, 

In the kingdom of the future, 
In the glory by-and-by, 

We'll live and reign together, 
My Lord and I.”* 

1The Hymn, ‘My Lord and I,” was sung in the rocks and caves of 


France during the fierce persecutions of the Huguenots five hundred years 
ago. 
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“Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give 
thee a crown of life.” “To him that overcometh 
will I grant to sit with me on my throne.” 

May you through this service realize your 
Lord as your Friend, Companion, Lover, Sor- 
row-laker, Colaborer, Yokefellow, Burden- 
Bearer, Fellow Traveler, Shiloh—thy Rest-Giver. 
And living as becometh those of kingly blood, 
at the end may you hear a voice, “Well done, 
good and faithful servant, enter thou into the 
joy of thy Lord.” 


XXII 
THE SUFFERING SAVIOUR 


Ought not Christ to have suffered these things?— 
Luke 24. 26. 


THESE two disciples on that memorable walk 
to Emmaus, in common with the rest of hu- 
manity, were looking for a Saviour, but not for 
a suffering Saviour. But lo! He comes a suffer- 
ing Servant, a man of sorrows, acquainted with 
grief, oppressed, afflicted, brought as a lamb to 
the slaughter. He could not be our Saviour and 
not suffer. He must share our lot. 

He is the Captain of our salvation. He could 
not be a leader and not suffer. Every great 
leader in every great cause wears the crown of 
suffering. That is the price of the crown of 
leadership. The greater the leader the greater — 
the suffering, for the greater the capacity for 
both leadership and suffering. 

Who suffers the more in battle, the general or 
the private? Who suffered the most in the Civil 
War? The maiden who “wiped the death damp 
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from her soldier lover’s brow”? The wife who 
“bound up the gashed bosom of her husband’’? 
The mother whose first-born faced shot and shell 
and fell? The soldier who went forth to do and 
die and died? Suffered all these. But there was 
One who suffered above all. He who went among 
us a man of sorrows indeed. He who begged 
his friend Joshua Speed to stay with him— 
Abraham Lincoln, who pleadingly said, “Stay 
with me, Joshua, to-night; I never sleep Thurs- 
day nights; Friday is execution day in the army 
—stay with me.” One of the penalties—the 
penalty of leadership is suffering. 

Then the higher up in the plane the greater 
the pain. The jelly fish may be cut in twain, cut 
into fragments, and it doesn’t even know it has 
been touched of the knife. The higher the type 
of life the finer the sensibilities, the rarer the 
nerve structure the greater the depth of passion, 
the deeper the pain the more bitter the anguish 
and suffering. This being true, no other man 
suffered as Jesus suffered. His sensibilities had 
never been dulled by sin. His nerve life was the 
highest and finest. So every heart beat became 
for him a heartache. 

Other men saw the lepers and blind and deaf 
and suffering and sinning and hungry on every 
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hand, and moved along life’s way all uncon- 
cerned. But he, seeing, “had compassion upon 
them.”’ ‘“Compassion’—suffered with. He, see- 
ing, let healing virtue go forth from him. He, 
seeing, stretched out his hand in help. 

Other men looked upon Jerusalem and laughed 
and passed by, and forgot on the morrow they 
had gazed upon the Holy City. But he, seeing, 
wept over the city, sobbing out, “O, Jerusalem, 
Jerusalem.” No wonder that in Gethsemane his 
sweat-drops were blood-drops. 

But his suffering not only differed in degree 
from all other humans’ but differed in kind. As 
Mary’s son he suffered as we suffer. His heart 
ached as our hearts ache. He sorrowed as we 
sorrow. But as the Son of man—divine—he 
suffered as we can never suffer: We all die. But 
he “tasted death.” O the bitter cup that was 
pressed to his lips! He gave his life a ransom. 
He bore our sins in his own body on the tree. 
He was bruised for our iniquities. 

Socrates drank the cup of hemlock and “died 
like a philosopher.” Jesus Christ drank down 
“death for every man.” He suffered sacrificially, 
atoningly. Our hope is in the Crucified One. In 
degree and kind he measured such lengths of suf- 
fering as no mere mortal may ever know. 
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“Into the woods my Master went, 
Clean forspent, forspent. 
Into the woods my Master came, 
Forspent with love and shame. 
But the olives they were not blind to Him; 
The little gray leaves were kind to Him; 
The thorn-tree had a mind to Him, 
When into the woods He came. 


Out of the woods my Master went, 

jAnd He was well content; 

Out of the woods my Master came, 

Content with Death and Shame. 

When Death and Shame would woo Him last, 
From under the trees they drew Him last, 
*Twas on a tree they slew him—last, 

When out of the woods He came.” 


Does not his broken body mean more to you 
this hour than ever before? And his shed blood? 
O the depth and height and length and breadth 
of the love of God in Christ Jesus, to pay such 
a price for me! 


XXII 


CONSIDER JESUS CHRIST 
Consider . . . Christ Jesus—Heb. 3. 1. 


SINCE we last met about this table of our Lord, 
I doubt not you have considered many things. 
Some of you have carefully considered your 
health, and ’tis right. And to some health has 
brought serious consideration. And business— 
how many a man here has considered business? 
Would that we gave as serious consideration to 
life’s business, the soul’s business. And home— 
some of us do not enough consider home. You 
have considered many things, but have you con- 
sidered Jesus Christ? 

The text does not exhort us to consider his 
birth, though who could or would forget it? The 
world’s heart ever lingers at the manger where 
he was born, and marvels at the manner of that’ 
birth. 

The text does not ask us to consider his life, 
though who could fail to recall how He “went 
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about doing,” touching the sightless eyes into 
seeing, and the deaf ears into hearing, the sick 
into health, the dead into life, the sinning into 
saints. 

The text does not urge us to y Sica his 
words, though “never man spake like this man.” 
And the world has never been the same world 
since he “opened his mouth and taught men.” _ 

Nor are we asked to consider his cross, though 
it has become the center of the world. All roads 
lead to the cross, and all right roads start from 
the cross. All time breaks over the cross into — 
two parts—B. C., A. D. 

We are not exhorted by the apostle to consider 
any single fact about Christ, but to consider 
Christ. “Consider Christ Jesus.” The text is 
so brief the youngest may easily remember it, 
_and so simple the dullest may understand it; so 
sweet it just envelops one. May its simplicity 
seize you and its sweetness fill you. “Consider 
Christ Jesus.” 

Behold how transforming! We all consider- 
ing Jesus Christ are changed into the same image. 
Considering how he, reviled, reviled not again; 
misused, abused, refused to repay in kind; con- 
sidering his patience, his tenderness, his self-for- 
getfulness, his soul-calmness, we are changed. 
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And how restraining. When we let our temper 
fly—and what havoc it wrought! leaving scars 
how deep, and on none so deep as on ourselves— 
had we just stopped, but stopped long enough to 
consider Jesus Christ, to consider what he would 
have done—how restraining! ’Tis well always 
to take time to consider Jesus Christ. 

And, too, how it would stir into activity. Con- 
sider how he was about his Father’s business, 
how he spent himself doing good, how he lived 
for Him who sent him, how he said, “I must 
work ... while it is day: the night cometh 
when no man can work.” Considering him, how 
we would spend and be spent, counting not our 
lives dear unto ourselves! 

What a life motto!—“Consider Christ Jesus.” 

Little children, consider Him who said, “Suf- 
fer the little children to come unto me.” 

Toiler, consider Him, the Carpenter of the 
ages, who is now building for thee a mansion. 
He trod the wine press alone. He endured 
hardness. Considering him will lighten life’s 
load and lift life’s burden and brighten life’s 
way and make easier life’s toil. 

Ye aged, whose step has become feeble and to 
whom the grasshopper has become a burden, 
consider Him who hath said, “Even to old age 
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will I carry you and I will not fail to redeem 
you—in the evening time of thy life it shall be 
light.” 

I invite you not this hour to consider these 
bits of bread, this juice of the vine. Rather, 
consider Jesus Christ. When that little company 
of Greeks came to Jerusalem they said, “We 
would see Jesus.” Here is the temple, yonder 
is Herod’s palace and there the brook Kedron, 
and yonder Gethsemane; but, blind to everything 
else, they “would see Jesus.” 

As you come to this table, say it over and over, 
“We would see Jesus,” and you will. You will 
see through the loaf and the cup—Jesus. “Sweet- 
est name on mortal tongue.” 


XXIV 
THE REMINDER 


Do this remembering (the rendering from several 
manuscripts).—z Cor. II. 24. 


MEETING around the sacred table there are 
many things we should remember. There are 
many things we will remember; many things we 
cannot fail to remember. But there are some 
things we would find it most helpful to remember. 

We should remember that this is a feast and 
not a fast. We should come with joy rather 
than heaviness, exultation rather than depression, 
gladness of heart rather than sadness of soul. 
For us the cross is not such a symbol of sacrifice 
‘as of victory. It does not stand so much for 
shame as for glory. We are to see through this 
service not so much guilt there or punishment 
there, as reconciliation—our reconciliation with 
God. . 


“My God is reconciled; 
His pardoning voice I hear.” 
108 
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Therefore we shall approach the table with the 
voice of triumph and the note of praise. “Feed 
on him in thy heart by faith, with thanksgiving.’ 
It is a feast, not a fast. 

We should remember that the Saviour invites, 
that he welcomes. Therefore should we draw 
nigh expecting to meet him at his table. 


“While our hearts, and all our songs, 
Join to admire the feast, 

Each of us cry, with thankful tongues, 
‘Lord, why was I a guest?” 


He—King of kings, and I—a poor sinner and 
nothing at all, and I his guest. He invites me 
to eat at his table. Thought overpowering—a 
guest of the King! 

We should therefore remember to prepare 
properly for this feast with the King. “Who 
shall stand in his holy place? He that hath clean 
hands, and a pure heart.” “Blessed are the pure 
in heart, for they shall see God”—meet God at 
his table. ‘Friend, how camest thou in hither 
not having a wedding garment?’ Blessed are 
they who have “washed their robes and made 
them white in the blood of the Lamb,” that they 
may have right to enter into the feast. 

Are we properly prepared for the feast? The 
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invitation reads, ‘““Wherefore ye that do truly and 
earnestly repent of your sins, and are in love and 
charity with your neighbor, and intend to lead 
a new life,’’ come. 

And, too, we should remember that this feast 
emphasizes the bond of brotherhood. “We be 
brethren.” This is the seal of our brotherhood. 
“We know that we have passed from death unto 
life because we love the brethren.” Breaking 
bread together we swear eternal fealty, love, and 
loyalty to our Lord—yea, to one another. To the 
little company within these four walls, yea. But 
also to our brethren of every land and language, 
every clime and country, every color and kind. 

“We also are compassed about by so great 
cloud of witnesses,” who have passed within the 
veil. We sit with them in heavenly places when 
we gather about the table of our Lord. Multi- 
tudes which no man can number out of every 
kindred and nation and tribe and tongue gathered 
at the marriage supper of the Lamb also join with 
us here around the King’s festive board. 


“Part of the host have crossed’ the flood, 
And part are crossing now.” 


Then also we should remember that the observ- 
ance of this feast is not a matter of feeling and 
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moods but of duty and privilege. There are not 
a few—and their numbers are increasing—who 
say, if we do not feel like celebrating the com- 
munion, it is our right and privilege to follow — 
our feeling and absent ourselves from His table. 
Indifference in reference to this is not indiffer- 
ence but a showing of contempt toward our Lord, 
for he said, “Do this.” “Do” spells “duty.” 

Then, who has determined that our feelings 
should be the basis of conduct? We go to our 
daily task prompted and impelled not by feelings 
but by duty. “This ought ye to do.” “This is 
the whole duty of man.” If by chance we do not 
feel like coming, the more and stronger the 
reason to come. 

As this hour we approach the Table, 


“Lord God of hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget, lest we forget.” 


XXV 
THE FIRST COMMUNION NIGHT 
It is expedient for you that I go away.—John 16. 7. 


It was the night of nights, in the upper room 
when Jesus turned the feast of passover into the 
feast ever since called the Lord’s Supper. And, 
looking into their already troubled faces, he said 
to the disciples, “It is expedient for you that I 
go away.” , 

Never were children more dependent upon a 
father than were these whom he called “my chil- 
dren” upon him. And he says, “It is expedient 
for the children that the head of the family go 
away.” It cannot be. It cannot be true. Their 
very life depends upon his being with them. He 
cannot mean it. But he does mean it. 

How can it be expedient for them that he go 
away? He goes away that he may be ever near. — 
A paradox this, and yet a truth. Suppose he 
had not gone away, and that to-day he still dwelt 
in Palestine. Every ship from every port would 
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be carrying pilgrims from every city and every 
country to that land. The throngs would set 
their faces toward the Holy City, 


“That his hands might be placed on their head, 
That his arms might be thrown around them.” 


The harbor of Joppa would be blocked with 
ships of every land and flag. Months would 
pass before you could even step ashore. And 
then from Joppa to Jerusalem would be countless 
throngs, pressing, waiting, dying through months 
and years, hoping and failing to get within sight 
or reach of him. What multitudes would die un- 
aided, unhealed, unheard! It would be a physical 
impossibility. “It is expedient for you that I go 
away, that he might be with them. 

So, going away, he is ever present, everywhere 
present. “If I ascend up into heaven, thou art 
there: ...if I take the wings of the morning, and 
dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea, even there 
shall thy hand lead me.” In the kitchen, in the 
nursery, in the sick-room, in the market, in the 
shop, in the street he is there. So, going away, 
he is with us always. 

It was expedient that he go away that we might 
walk by faith rather than by sight. While he was 
in the world the disciples felt strong in his pres- 
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ence but weak in his absence; courageous when 
he was nigh, fearful when he was afar off. They 
leaned upon their sight of him, their touch of 
him, their closeness to him. This is the secret 
and essence of idolatry. Men want to see God, 
therefore they make images of him. Men carve 
figures of the Christ. Men paint pictures of the 
Christ. These dangerously tend to undo the 
going away of Christ. And it defeats its own 
end. He who seeks God in tangible form misses 
the very thing he is seeking. God is a Spirit, and 
he is seen by faith and not through sight. There- 
fore it was expedient that he go away. 

But the great reason for his going he himself 
gives. “If I go not away, the Comforter will 
not come.” He it is who takes the things of 
Christ and brings them unto us. Do you need 
strength? (and who does not?) the Spirit makes 
it possible to declare, “I can do all things through 
Christ which strengtheneth me.” Do you need 
grace? Through the Spirit he speaks to thee 
saying, “My grace is sufficient for thee.’”’ Do 
you need guidance? It is the voice of the Spirit 
whispering, “This is the way, walk ye in it.” 
“The Spirit also helpeth our infirmities.” 
Through the Spirit all our need is supplied 
through Christ Jesus. 
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This table, these emblems speak of the absent 
Christ. Better they speak of the ever-present 
Christ; manifest through the Spirit, seen by the 
eye of faith; “Closer is He than breathing, and 
nearer than hands and feet.” And we approach 
the table with the blessed assurance that if we 
draw nigh to him, He will draw near to us. 
“Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee.” 


‘XXXVI 
THE DAY OF HIS DEATH 
It is Christ that died—Rom. 8. 34. 


THE day of the Lord’s death is commonly 
called Good Friday. Good Friday for us, but for 
him the day of his agony and death. The 
events of that first Good Friday were as follows: 
Early in the morning Jesus was brought before 
the high priest and the Sanhedrin, where he de- 
clared himself to be the Messiah, and was con- 
demned and mocked (Matt. 26. 57-68). 

Then the chief priests and rulers took him be- 
fore Pilate to obtain his crucifixion (Mark 15. 
1-6). Pilate declared his innocency, but sent him 
to Herod, who sent him back to Pilate (Luke 23. 
6-12). 

Jesus was scourged, mocked, and bore his cross 
to Calvary, where he was crucified (John 19. 
I-27). Jesus died on the cross, supernatural 
signs accompanying his death, and the centurion 
gave his testimony (Matt. 27. 45-56). 
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Finally the body of Jesus was taken down 
from the cross, embalmed, and buried (Matt.‘17. 
57-61; Mark 15. 42-47; Luke 23. 55, 56; John 
19. 31-42). 

So was Good Friday begun—born. In the 
very early life of the church the day was observed 
as a strict fast and was called the ‘Festival of 
the Crucifixion.” According to Eusebius, Con- 
stantine forbade the holding of courts, markets 
or public assemblies on Good Friday; and in the 
churches no music save the most plaintive was 
allowed, all Doxologies, acclamations, and praises 
being omitted. No bell was rung for divine wor- 
ship. The altars were divested of their orna- 
ments, and black veils and draperies were used 
to cover them. 

To this day the Greek and Latin Churches ob- 
serve the day with the severest solemnity. The 
altar lights are extinguished, the altar furniture 
covered, and the bell in the church towers remain 
silent. 


“And yet our eyes with sorrow see, 
That life to us was death to thee.” 


Good Friday for us, but for Him Bitter Fri- 


day, Black Friday, Bloody Friday. 


“Under the Eastern sky, 
Amid a rabble’s cry, 
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A Man went forth to die 
For me. 


“Thorn-crowned his blesséd head, 
Blood-stained his every tread, 
Cross-laden, on he sped, 

For me. 


“Pierced glow his hands and feet, 
Three hours o’er him beat, 
Fierce rays of noontide heat, 

For me. 


“Thus wert thou made all mine; 
Lord, make me wholly thine; 
Grant grace and strength divine 

To me. 


“In thought, and word and deed 
Thy will to do; O lead 
My soul, e’en though it bleed, 
To Thee.” 


This service is to show thee Him; to lead thee 
to him. May your prayer and cry be, “O lead 
my soul, e’en though it bleed, to thee.” 


XXVII 
BREAKING ALABASTER BOXES 


There came unto him a woman having an alabaster 
box of very\precious ointment, and poured it on his 
head.— Matt. 26. 7. 


“Now when Jesus was in Bethany, in the house 
of Simon the leper, there came unto him a woman 
having an alabaster box of very precious oint- 
ment, and poured it on his head, as he sat at 
meat. But when his disciples saw it, they had 
indignation, saying, To what purpose is this 
waste? For this ointment might have been sold 
for much, and given to the poor. When Jesus 
understood it, he said unto them, Why trouble 
ye the woman? for she hath wrought a good 
work upon me. For ye have the poor always 
with you; but me ye have not always. For in 
that she hath poured this ointment on my body, 
she did it for my burial. Verily I say unto you, 
Wheresoever this gospel shall be preached in the 
whole world, there shall also this, that this 
woman hath done, be told for a memorial of her.” 

What a bold and challenging statement! But 
it proved true. Here are we this hour hearing 
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this story in a land halfway round the earth from 
where this prophecy was uttered, a land then an 
unbroken wilderness. One golden Sabbath at the 
Golden Gate I heard a preacher read and tell this 
story. One soft and sunny Sunday in winter I 
heard it told at Key West, the southern tip of 
our country. One summer Sunday I heard it 
told in the woods of northern Maine. There is 
no place or part of this then great, unheard-of 
land where it has not been told. 

I heard a preacher with a Scotch burr on his 
tongue tell it in northern Scotland one autumn 
Sunday, a thousand miles north of here. I’ve 
heard it told ten thousand feet high on the tip 
of the Lebanon Mountains, Syria. I’ve heard it 
way up the Nile. In four continents I’ve heard 
it told. Verily, it has been told in the whole 
world. 

And it’s worthy to be told, for it’s the very 
heart of the gospel. The story shows as no other 
save one—the widow and her mite—the sheer 
recklessness of love, the recklessness of a heart 
full of love. How costly! But love never counts 
the cost. “Jacob served seven years for Rachel; 
and they seemed unto him but a few days, for the 
love he had to her.” Love’s labor is always 
light ; love never counts the cost. 
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The only son of a many-times millionaire lay 
very sick. A famous doctor was taken across 
the continent to that bedside. “Doctor,” said 
the wealthy senator, “I am worth one hundred 
million dollars. It is all yours if you will save 
my boy.” O the recklessness of love! Love 
never counts the cost. 

There was the widow’s mite. It was so little 
—a mite. It was so much—her all. Love with 
so little can do so much. The giving of that mite 
hath gotten much for the Kingdom. 

It may be that for years Mary had saved, and 
here it is all gone at one outpour over her Lord’s 
head. O the lavishness of love! 

“My Jesus, I love thee. 
I know thou art mine. 
For thee all the treasures 
Of love I resign. 
My Gracious Redeemer, 
My Saviour art thou. 
If ever I loved thee, 
My Jesus, ’tis now.” 

It wasn’t the alabaster box that counted. It 
was the sacrifice that counted. That alabaster 
box was love imprisoned, and when Mary broke 
it, it was love—life-love—liberated. The alabas- 
ter box that does not represent sacrifice and self, 
love and life, is less than a form; it is a farce. 
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It is like handing a dime to a beggar at the door. 
It represents nothing but paying a dime to get a 
chance to shut the door and lock out the cold 
night draft. There is no heart in it, no prayer 
in it, no warmth in it, nothing in it. It is as 
empty as the wind the door shut out. 

Much of our lives we’ve been handing out 
dimes to beggars. That has been the spirit and 
manner of our alabaster box-breaking. It has 
represented no loosing of love, no outpouring of 
life, no liberating of sacrificial service. 

In the long ago Margaret, the weaver of 
Lowell, Massachusetts, earned six dollars a week, 
and out of that mite she supported four native 
preachers in India at a cost of one hundred and 
twenty dollars a year. And this she did for 
thirty years. She had left for all her living one 
hundred and ninety-two dollars a year. And for 
the long thirty years, she lived in a little garret 
room, hot under the eaves. If ever in nineteen 
hundred years there has been a breaker of alabas- 
ter boxes over the head of the Lord it was Mar- 
garet the weaver. 

Aunt Chloe said to Uncle Tom in that ever- 
classic, ““He does fur God who does fur his 
critters.” Never such a chance as now to do 
for God by doing “for his critters.” The cry 
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of a world is the call of the Lord. This is the 
hour for the breaking of alabaster boxes. 

What was Jesus doing when he trod the wine 
press alone? When he sweat the bloody sweat? 
When on the cross he tasted death for every man? 
Breaking alabaster boxes over the blistered feet, 
over the bleeding heart of the world. 

“T love thee because thou hast first loved me, 
And purchased my pardon on Calvary’s tree. 
I love thee for wearing the thorns on thy brow. 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now.” 

The measure of our giving is the measure of 
our loving, and the measure of our loving is the 
measure of our giving. By such a standard how 
Jesus loved! For what measureless giving was 
his! 

This table shadows—it can do no more than 
shadow—the measure of that giving, that loving. 
“Having loved, he loved to the uttermost.” There 
is no limit to his love. “His body was broken 
for thee.” Behold the broken alabaster box! 
“His blood was shed for thee.” Behold the 
broken alabaster box! The broken box is the 
broken body. The broken body is the broken 
box. Eat, and may your soul live. Drink, and 
may your soul love. Eat and drink, and may you 
live and love. 


XXVIII 
THE QUIET HOUR 
Be still, and know . . . God.—Psa. 46. Io. 


_ “BE still’ Who is still? When? Ruskin 
says, “It is a mad age, and the maddest thing 
about it is its mad rush.” A rushing, noisy, 
rattling, racing, roaring age. All night the cars 
are crowded with the coming and going. When 
are men ever still? 

To a_ beautiful-souled Quakeress, Robert 
Southey was showing the schedule of his days, 
every moment crowded with things. She ob- 
served it long, and then, looking up, said, with 
a very yearning of soul, “Friend Robert, when 
dost thee do thy thinking?” 

“Be still and know.” Who takes time to be 
still, that he may know? Who takes time for 
observation, deliberation, meditation, devotion? 
There is a saying of the ancient time, come down 
to us out of the East, “To Orient oneself.’’ When 
a ship has been wrapped mid fog and mist and 

124 


THE QUIET HOUR 125 


cloud many days, the skies clearing, the fogs 
scattering, the mist lifting, the sun appearing, the 
sailor seizes the first opportunity to get his bear- 
ings, his latitude and longitude, to discover his 
exact location—according to this Eastern saying 
—“He Orients himself.” 

It takes time to Orient oneseli—to locate one’s 
relation to things, to God; to discover how far 
one has drifted from the right course; to get one’s 
spiritual latitude and longitude; to see where 
is the sun, the Sun of Righteousness, and how 
far afield one has drifted from its light and 
- warmth and leading. Ah! it takes time. 


“Take time to be holy, 

Speak oft with thy Lord; 
Abide in him always, 

And feed on his word. 


“Take time to be holy, 
The world rushes on; 
Spend much time in secret 
With Jesus alone. 


“Take time to be holy, 
Be calm in thy soul; 

Each thought and each motive 
Beneath his control.” 


Who takes time to be, at all? The tree does 
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not go madly rushing about. Yet it swallows 
into its soul soil and sunshine and rain, and is 
changed from twig to oak. It grows by resting, 
by being still. 

The bee rests on many a flower, many an hour, 
and resting assimilates fragrance from every 
blossom and turns it into honey sweet. 

The sea is at its best when calmly resting; rest- 
ing, it converts its wild waves into a crystal high- 
way for the ship. 

“T haven’t time to rest.” He doesn’t lose time, 
who takes times to be still, for only thus may he 
know, know God. As Macaulay said of the quiet 
and rest and cessation of activity of the Sabbath: 
“The day is not lost; for while no smoke ascends 
from the factory, while the exchange is silent, 
while the plow lies in the furrow, while the 
wheels of commerce are still, a process is going 
on quite as important to the wealth of nations as 
any that is performed on more busy days; for 
man, the machine of machines, the machine com- 
pared to which all the contrivances of the Ark- 
wrights and Watts are worthless, is being re- 
paired and wound up, so that he goes forth to his 
labors on the Monday with clearer intellect, 
livelier spirits, and renewed corporal vigor—no, | 
the day of quiet and rest is not lost.” “Be still 
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and know.” Be still and get. Be still and 
grow. » 

Ruskin says, “There is no music in a rest, but — 

there is the making of music in a rest.” The 
sublimest part of the Hebrew Psalms is the 
“Selah”—the rest. ‘Come ye yourselves apart 
into a desert place, and rest awhile.” Some 
sixty times the Book exhorts us to rest, be still, 
be quiet, come apart from the rush: a message for 
the restless and rushing and overnerve-excited. 
._ Those who were with General Gordon in 
China, Africa, and other lands knew every morn- 
ing early a white handkerchief would lie before 
the closed flaps of Gordon’s tent. That handker- 
chief said, “Keep away. Do not disturb me. Iam 
waiting before God.” That handkerchief meant 
that Gordon was being still before God and 
knowing God. 

This is communion service. Communion? A — 
service and hour to commune, meditate, deliberate, 
wait before God, wait on God. “They that wait 
upon the Lord... shall mount up with wings 
as eagles”; they shall become strong with eagle 
strength. 

’Tis a sad commentary on our mad, rushing 
age, that often the only way God can make us to 
pause at all is to hush us over some open coffin. 
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“Stand still, and see the salvation of the Lord.” 
It is only thus that we see. It is only thus that 
-we have power to focus. 

The psalmist in one of his most exalted’ mo- 
ments stretches out beseeching hands and pleads, 
“Commune with your own heart... and be 
still.” 

May this be for once in our busy lives a real 
communion service, a quiet hour indeed, when 
we are “still and know God.” 


XXIX 
FROM BREAD TO HIS BODY 


Wynd) <<... Jesus: took. bread, . .. and ‘said, .., his 
is my body.—Mark 14. 22. 


From bread to Christ’s body is a long step. 
From broken bread to his broken body is a longer 
step. In your house—and more in your heart— 
there’s a pair of little shoes, worn and torn. The 
child that wore them is not, for God took him. 
It’s a long flight of imagination from a pair of 
shoes to a child? Not if it’s your child and your 
child’s pair of little shoes. 

While the boys were “over there” there was 
on your mantle a photo of a fine lad in khaki. 
“Our boy,” you said, and with unconcealed pride. 
And the way you talked of “our boy” one would 
have thought he was right there. He was. You 
found no difficulty in thinking from photo to 
face. 

I have also noticed there is a bit of a broken 
toy, a worthless toy you jealously treasure. Why 
do you keep it? “It was the last thing she 

played with.” Our loved ones slip through the 
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clouds, beyond the clouds, and these keepsakes 
we treasure not for themselves, not because there 
is any value in them, but because they help us 
recall, remember our absent loved ones. We see 
through the toy the girl. We see through the 
shoes the boy. 

From bread to his body. Each of us is a 
doubting Thomas. Except we see we do not 
believe, we cannot believe. We have to touch 
something to know. We are creatures of sense. 
And we need crutches to carry us from things 
of sense to things of spirit. To help us God is 
ever “liking things to.” The Holy Spirit is like 
water, like fire, like oil. We go from physical 
feeling to mental and spiritual fact. From water 
and fire and oil to the Holy Spirit. We go from 
photo, memento, keepsake, to loved one. These 
are ladders by which we climb to the Divine. 
And we treasure them not because they are what 
they are, but because of what their associations 
have been. Because of their association, they 
bring to our memories, represent, refreshen, and 
refashion in our minds our loved ones, Bring 


them before us clearer; bring them to us nearer. — 


And so we pass from bread to body. 
In the upper room Jesus said to the twelve: 
“T am going to leave you. I would not be for- 
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gotten. I would have you do something to bring 
me to your remembrance, to help keep me in your 


memories, to help you recall me. When you meet 
together, break bread to remind you, keep fresh 
before you, my body broken for you. And take 
of the juice of the vine, fresh pressed from the 
grape—my blood poured out for you.” 

This is an earthly celebration, not a heavenly. 
When the boys came back from “over there” you 
did not sit and gaze at their photo then, but at 
them. You now hug and kiss them, not their 
likeness. Faith is swallowed up in sight. The 
figure is become fact. When once we are in the 
presence of the Lord’s body we shall no longer 


_ desire or need the broken bread. 


Faith is the evidence of things not seen, the 
shadow of things hoped for. This is but the 
shadow, not the substance. But shadows suggest 
the substance, point to the substance, lead to the 
substance. Through the shadow we see the sub- 
stance, find the substance, feel the substance, 
possess the substance. But if we get no further 
than the shadow, of what profit? Of no profit. 
The shadow fails if through it we fail to find 
the substance. If we see only bread, if we receive 
only bread, if this means only bread, it is of no 
avail. May you go from bread to His body. 


XXX 
THE WALK AND THE TALK 


And it came to pass, that .. . Jesus drew near, and 
went with them. ... And he said unto them.—Luke 
24. 15 and 17. 

AND so, over one of the hardest ways in the 
world Jesus walked seven miles going and seven 
miles returning, that he might talk with two 
heavy-hearted, unknown, simple peasants of 
Palestine. The big word of his heart, the big 
word of his life was “compassion.” “But when 
he saw the multitudes, he was moved with com- 
passion on them.” “He was moved with com- 
passion.” 

And why this walk and this talk? Here are 
two lone folk, heavy-hearted, down-burdened, 
sad-hearted. ‘‘And he said unto them, What 
manner of communications are these that ye have 
one to another, as ye walk, and are sad?” 

If Calvary is all—the end—then all ends in 
a hole in the ground. They got as far as Christ 
on the cross, but no further. A buried Christ 
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is all they have. A dead Christ I must do every- 
thing for. A living Christ does everything for 
me. The women came to the sepulcher to anoint 
the dead Christ. The living Christ anoints us 
with the oil of joy. A dead Christ, and only 
dead, is of no avail. A living Christ is what the 
world needs. 

They are sad of heart because they are slow of 
heart. “O fools, and slow of heart,” Jesus said 
to them: slow to see that Jesus cannot save him- 
self and others. That Jesus must die if others 
are to live. That the way to glory is by way of 
Golgotha. That the cross comes before the 
crown. That the grain of wheat must fall in the 
ground if there is to be a harvest of gold. “Then 
he said unto them, O fools, and slow of heart 
to believe all that thé prophets have spoken: 
ought not Christ to have suffered these things, 
and to enter into his glory? And beginning at 
Moses and all the prophets, he expounded unto 
them in all the scriptures the things concerning 
himself.” 

When at last they grasped the truth that they 
had not only a crucified but a risen Lord—a 
Christ “who was delivered for our offenses, and 
was raised again for our justification’—then 
were their slow hearts turned into burning hearts. 


{ , eh ei, Why Near eee 
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“‘And they said one to another, Did not our heart ; 
burn within us?” 
“Said Death to Life, 
‘The world is mine!’ 


Said Life to Death, 
‘And thou art mine.’ ” 


“Death is swallowed up in victory.” “And 
there shall be no more death.” 


“The flowers by the garden tomb 
Each lent to each its sweet, 
And made a fragrant pathway 
For the coming of His feet. 


“Glad Easter unto Easter 
Its own blest radiance gives, 
And shining ranks of festivals 
Repeat the cry, ‘He lives.’ ” 


“Tt was not possible that he should be holden 
of it [death].” When the two sad-hearted, slow- 
hearted disciples realized that, a great flame 
leaped to life within them, and they became the 
burning-hearted. 

Then they passed to the fourth stage—the 
satisfied-hearted. They had found a living Lord — 
and were satisfied. Passing from a dead Christ 
to a living Christ is to pass from a sad heart to 
a satisfied heart. The psalmist says, “I shall be 
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satisfied, when I awake, with thy likeness.” 
These two are already satisfied, for at last they 
are awake. Their eyes had been holden, but 
now “their eyes were opened, and they knew.” 

It was in the breaking of bread, while their 
Guest broke bread with them, while they gathered 
about the table, that their eyes were opened and 
their hearts were made a burning. It was then 
they saw, saw it was their Lord, the Lord of the 
broken body and the shed blood. ‘And their 
eyes were opened, and they knew him.” 

What multitudes gather around the table with 
eyes holden and go from the table with sad 
hearts, not seeing their Lord, not seeing that their 
Lord is at the table. He is not absent; he is here. 


“T know that my Redeemer lives; 
What joy the blest assurance gives! 
He lives, he lives, who once was dead; 
He lives, my everlasting Head. 


i 


“He lives, to bless me with his love; 
He lives, to plead for me above; 
He lives, my hungry soul to feed; 
He lives, to help in time of need. 


“He lives, and grants me daily breath; 
He lives, and I shall conquer death; 
He lives, my mansion to prepare; 

He lives, to bring me safely there. 
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“He lives, all glory to his name; 
He lives, my Saviour, still the same; 
What joy the blest assurance gives, 
I know that my Redeemer lives!” 


XXXI 
SLEEPERS IN GETHSEMANE 
: Sleep on now, and take your rest—Mark 14. 41. 


CHRIST must have said that in sad irony, for 
he immediately added, “Rise up, let us go.” 
Three times Christ came to the disciples—to the 
three disciples, Peter, James, and John—in the 
garden, and found them sleeping, when he had 
begged them to watch with him and pray. 

The third time he said, “Sleep on now”; that 
is, “It is all over, it is ended. Your opportunity 
to watch and pray with the Son of man, the Son 
of God, is gone; sleep on now, for you’ve slept 
while the tragedy of the ages was being enacted.” 

They slept while their Saviour agonized in the 
garden for their sins. Under the silver moon 
that lonely, agonizing figure prays among the 
olive trees of Gethsemane, which cast their black 
shadows about him as if in sympathy with him, 
while around him lay sleeping his chosen disci- 
ples; while lay sleeping his chosen city; while 
lay sleeping his chosen world, whose sins he is 
now bearing. 
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Why does he sweat drops of blood? Why 


does he cry, “Father, if possible, let this cup pass 
from me”? Why does his heart break under the 


strain. Why the agony? What is it? The 


weight of sin, the sin of his disciples, who sleep 


at his feet; the sin of the world that undisturbed . 


slumbers about him; the world that God so loved 
that he sent his Son to sweat blood in the garden, 


that it might be saved. That’s ie the agony | 


is upon him. 

“Sleep on now.” Had we ae there, he 
wouldn’t have needed to say it to us. We would 
have been awake and watching. We would have 
been praying and agonizing with him. What 
we are, we would have been. Do we now watch 
and pray and agonize with him? 

One does not need to be in Gethsemane, under 
the old olive trees, to be a sleeper in Gethsemane. 
One may be in a beautiful church, sitting in a 
comfortable pew. And one doesn’t need to be 
really asleep at all to be a sleeper in Gethsemane. 
One’s eyes may be wide open and yet he be a 
sleeper in Gethsemane. 

Who are sleepers in Gethsemane? Those who 
feel no weight of the lost world upon them; 
those who do not in some sense with Jesus Christ 
taste death for every man; those who do not pray 
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ty : ‘ 
with him for a world’s deliverance from the — 
power and dominion of sin; those who are with- 
out care or concern for the salvation of the world, 
their world about them; those who can lose them- 
selves by day in their own little, petty, personal 
affairs, and by night can sleep all undisturbed, 
while multitudes walk in the way of darkness to 
death. 
“Must Jesus bear the cross alone, 
And all the world go free? 
No, there’s a cross for every one, 
And there’s a cross for me.” 


Call we ourselves Christians and let him “tread 
the wine press alone”? Let him wrestle out on 
the mountain alone? Let him agonize in the 
Garden alone? Have we ever watched with him 
one lone hour, one single hour in all our long 
lives? 

Those three disciples went out from the Lord’s 
table with the sacramental wine red upon their 
lips, and in a brief half hour were fast asleep in 
the garden. And he had just called them friends. 
“T call you friends.” Fickle friends, faithless 
friends, faltering friends, failing friends, sleep- 
ing friends. 

And will we too go out with the wine of our 
' Lord wet upon our lips, forgetting, as did the 
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' three, that, as the Father sent him, so sends he 
‘us, to be saviors in the world, savers of the 
world? Forgetting that as he suffered, so we 
too are to enter into fellowship with his suffer- 
ing? Forgetting that as he bore the breaking 
burdens of the world upon him, so we too are 
to put the broad shoulders of our life under the 
world-burden? Are we ready as we go forth, 
having taken these symbols of his agony and 
death, to take our place and part with him in the 
world’s redemption, or are we but sleepers in 
Gethsemane? 
“Where climbs the steep, fair Olivet, 
There is a spot most dear to me; 


The spot with tears of sorrow wet, 
Where Jesus knelt in agony. 


“T love in thought to linger there, 

To tread the hallowed ground alone, 
Where on the silent midnight air 

Rose heavenward, Lord, thy plaintive moan. 


“T fondly seek the olive shade 

That veiled thee when thy soul was wrung; 
When angels came to bring thee aid, 

That oft to thee their hearts had strung. 


“There on the sacred turf I kneel, 

And breathe my heart’s deep love to thee; 
While tender memories o’er me steal 

Of all thou didst endure for me.” 


XXXII 


CHRISTLIKENESS, THE CHRISTIAN’S 
GOAL 


We all, beholding ... the glory of the Lord, are 
changed into the same image.—2 Cor. 3. 18. 


THAT scripture says Christlikeness is the 
Christian’s goal. What is Christlikeness? It is 
the loss of self-likeness and the coming into pos- 
session of the character and qualities and life and 
likeness of the Christ. It is putting off the old 
man and putting on the new. It is beholding and 
becoming. 

There is in an Italian city a beautiful statue 
of a Greek girl. One day a little Italian girl, 
ragged, unkempt, uncombed, stood before that 
statue. And, looking, she longed to become like 
it. She went to her poor home and washed her 
face and combed her hair. The next day she 
stood before it again, and, seeing, she went home 
and sewed and mended and washed her dress. 
Again, and her shoes shone and her torn stock- 
ings became whole. Each day she put off and 
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put on. Beholding, she became like the statue. 
She lost the self-likeness and put on the statue- | 
likeness. Christlikeness means to become, to be 
in our century what he was in his century. To 
be able to say, “For me to live is Christ.” 

Can it be attained? That finds answer in the 
question, Has it been attained? There has not 
been a generation through the centuries in which 
the Lord has not found rebirth. 

‘Stephen stoned, praying for his murderers, 
forgiving them unasked—that is Jesus Christ 
over again. 

Paul changed from persecutor to apostle, count- 
ing not his life dear unto himself, impelled by a 
great, hot heart of love, rushing through two 
continents with the good news—that is Jesus 
Christ over again. 

Peter, with love and loyalty to his Lord, being 
crucified like his Lord—that is Jesus Christ over 
again. 

David Livingstone in darkest Africa, crying, 
“Let thy kingdom come in Africa”; dying on his 
knees, doing this, dying thus that the new conti- 
nent might have the gospel—that is Jesus Christ 
over again. . 

Henry Martyn, the pride of the English uni- 
versities, turning his back on honors and emolu- 
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ments, burying himself in far-off Tocat, dying 
of the plague—that is Jesus Christ over again. 

John Howard sailing on an infected ship from 
Constantinople to Venice, that he might be put 
into the lazaretto, that he might delve into the 
secrets of the plague that was destroying multi- 
tudes, and destroy it—that was Jesus Christ over 
again. 

David Brainerd, leaving kinfolk and love folk 
and home folk, living among the dirty Indians, 
lying out on the cold night ground, pleading with 
them, praying for them, dying of privations and 
suffering—what is that but Jesus Christ over 
again ?. 

Jesus Christ has been reborn among men in 
every age. Elijah bemoaned that he alone was 
left loyal. God counted that day among Israel 
seven thousand in whom the image lived. Can 
Christlikeness be attained? You have your 
answer—it has been attained. 

Were every Bible burned, it could be repro- 
duced from poets and songs and history and 
story, verse by verse. The Bible could be rebuilt. 
And Christ? 

An Italian nobleman’s child died. The father 
was irreconcilable. If he could only see his face! 
But, alas! he had not even a picture of him. At 
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last the father went to a famed artist and begged 
him to paint the likeness of his lost, loved one. 
“T cannot do that,” said the artist; “I never saw 
your child; I must have something to paint 
from.” The father turned away heartbroken. 
The artist walked with him through the corridors 
lined with portraits. All on a sudden the father 
turned and pointing to a picture said, “My boy 
had eyes like that.” And further on, pointing 
to another, he said, ‘““His face was like that.” On 
and again, “His hair was like that.” Still they 
walked on. “His forehead was like that.” From 
the many portraits the artist reproduced a por- 
trait, and when it was brought into the presence 
of the father, he cried out, “My son! my son!” 
And all who beheld declared the portrait must 
have been painted from life. 

Thy hands—are they His hands that were 
lifted in benediction and blessing? That broke 
bread for the hungry? That lifted burdens off 
bent backs? And thy feet—are they His feet, 
that trod the wine press alone, that pressed the 
frosty mountain going to prayer, that were 
spiked on Calvary for the woes of a world? Thy 
heart—is it His heart that so loved that it brake, 
that poured itself out over the wandering and 
weary? For you to live—is it Christ? 
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Christlikeness—how may it be obtained? 
Through  soul-fellowship with the Christ. 
Through intimacy of association the miracle 
happens. “Looking, we become like.” ‘“Behold- 
ing, we are changed.”” There is a general prin- 
ciple—we are changed into the likeness of that 
with which we most closely associate in spirit 
and in soul. 

A piece of steel kept in intimate closeness to 
a magnet soon becomes magnetic. A bar of iron 
thrust into the glowing coals soon possesses glow 
of soul. The flowers of the garden kissed of the 
sun, embraced of the sun—look at them now: 
they have put on, every one, garments of gold 
and crimson and blue and purple—the garments 
of the sunbeam. 

A cloud nestles and cradles itself near the 
setting sun, and the rays of the setting sun 
enfold it and saturate it with fire. Now the cold 
heart of the cloud burns and burns, and the cloud 
is a throbbing, palpitating, glorified sea of fire. 

Christ is the great magnet. Nearness to him 
means likeness of him. He is the flaming fur- 
nace. Thrust into the red heat of his love, we 
glow with the love of God. He is the Sun of 
Righteousness. Cradled on his bosom, we be- 
come saturated with his glory. Becoming inti- 
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mate Johns, we too become the disciple whom 
Jesus loves and the disciple that loves Jesus. 

Give God a chance with thy soul. Give thy 
soul a chance with God. 

This service, these broken bits of bread, this 
wine, fresh flowing from the heart of the vine, 
would lead thee to him, the fairest among ten 
thousand, the one altogether lovely. 

I crave the Christlikeness for thee and for me 
—poor me who needs it so! 


XXXII 
THE DOUBLE REMEMBRANCE 


This do in remembrance of me.—r Cor. II. 24. 
And he said unto Jesus, Lord, remember me.—Luke 
23. 42. 


THE thief on the right-hand cross got in a 
flash the relationship of Christ in the Kingdom. 
He saw Christ the intercessor seated on the right 
hand of the Father presenting, pleading his case, 
his cause. “Wherefore he is able also to save 
them to the uttermost that come unto God by 
him, seeing he ever liveth to make intercession 
for them.” | 

“He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede; 
His all-redeeming love, 
His precious blood, to plead; 
His blood atoned for all our race, 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 


“Five bleeding wounds he bears, 
Received on Calvary; 
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They pour effectual prayers, 
They strongly plead for me: 
‘Forgive him, O forgive,’ they cry, 
‘Nor let that ransomed sinner die!’ 


“My God is reconciled ; 
His pardoning voice I hear; 
He owns me for his child, 
I can no longer fear; 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And, ‘Father, Abba, Father,’ cry.” 


Without Christ remembering us before the 
throne we are undone, in despair, hopeless, help- 
less. Without Christ interceding for us, pleading 
our cause, we are as those who cry in the night, 
“and with no language but a cry.” For us, blessed 
forever, Christ is the great Rememberer. 

Christ has promised to remember us, where- 
fore on our part we must faithfully remember 
him. “The Lord Jesus the same night he was 
betrayed took bread: and when he had given 
thanks, he brake it, and said, Take, eat: this is 
my body which is broken for you: this do in re- 
membrance of me.” 

He remembers us, and he wants to be remem- 
bered by us; not only to be remembered, but he 
wants us to show by outward sign that he is 
remembered. Let us not philosophize and there- 
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by possibly spoil the beauty, but he does not want 
to be forgotten. 

We do not want to be forgotten. The boy 
cuts his initials in the bark of the tree—he does 
not want to be forgotten. The adventurer climbs 
the dizzy heights and chisels his name in yon 
high-up rock—he does not want to be forgotten. 
What else means that implanted desire to have 
our name carved deep on the face of the slab that 
marks our final resting place but a longing that 
will not be quenched—“to be held in everlasting 
remembrance’”’ ? 

We stood around mother’s bed the night of 
her departure, and she said, “Children, when I 
am gone I wish you would do this.” She did 
not say, “In remembrance of me,” but we under- 
stood, we knew. That dark night, that last night, 
with the shadows of the cross gathered thick, 
Jesus said, “Little children, when I am gone, do 
this in remembrance of me.” He did not com- 
mand it. It was not the word of law. It was 
stronger and more binding. It was the word of 
love. The request of dying love is more binding 
than the command of living law. 

“Do this in remembrance of me.” Do what? 
This we are about to do. “Take this broken 
bread, remembering through it my body which 
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was broken for you. And this juice of the vine, 
remembering my blood which was shed for you.” 

O may our memories be quickened this hour 
as never before! May our eyes be lifted to 
Calvary’s cross, where the Saviour remembered 
us, and may we remember, with a fullness and 
freshness hitherto unknown. 


“When to the cross I turn mine eyes, 
And rest on Calvary, 
O Lamb of God, my sacrifice, 
I must remember thee! 


“Remember thee, and all thy pains, 
And all thy love to me; 

Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains, 
Will I remember thee! 


“And when these failing lips grow dumb, 
And mind and memory flee, 
When thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 
Jesus, remember me!” 


XXXIV 
UNSPOTTEDNESS 


Pure religion and undefiled ... is to keep himself 
unspotted.—James I. 27. 


Anp is that the all of religion? Itis not. But 
it is the heart of it, the core of it, the center of 
it, the soul of it, the life of it. Without unspotted- 
ness no hope is held out to us of entering the 
‘kingdom here or the gates there. 

“Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord? 
. . . He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart.” 
“Be ye clean, that bear the vessels of the Lord.” 
“Blessed are the pure in heart.” “Blessed are 
they that wash their robes and make them white, 
that they may have the right to enter in through 
the gates into the city.” 

We are plainly told that unless we “come out 
from among them,” and so be “separated,” we 
can in no wise enter into the company of the 
“undefiled, who walk in the law of the Lord.” 
Only one road leadeth to the “land afar off,” the 
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highway cast up, over which passeth no unclean 
thing. 

Purity is not only power, but it is the only 
passport to God and to godliness. Sir Galahad 
said, “My strength is as the strength of ten, be- 
cause my heart is pure.’ And some one has 
declared, “Whatever the surprises of the future 
may be, the character of Jesus of Nazareth will 
never be surpassed in purity.” And to him “All 
power belongeth in heaven and in earth.” Yes, 
purity is power. 

What mattereth whether we call it separation, 
isolation, consecration, sanctification? Purity, 
if it means anything, means that, though we are 
in the world, we are not to be of the world; we 
are to be separate from the world. The Gulf 
Stream, while it is in the ocean, is not of the 
ocean. It has a color of its own, a current of 
its own, a temperature of its own. “In the world, 
not of the world”—separation. 

Under the Mosaic Law there were two kinds 
of animals, clean and unclean. As of animals, 
so of men. The real difference, radical differ- 
ence, heart difference, soul difference, between 
men is this. Many are like Pilate—their hands 
are clean, but their hearts! Their inner selves 
are such that all who pass by give the old leper 
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cry, “Unclean, unclean.” It is well to have clean 
hands, clean faces, clean clothes. It is better to 
have clean mouths, clean speech, clean thought, 
clean practice. It is best to have clean hearts. 

The Book of books plainly tells us that our 
only hope of pardon and peace is through purity. 
““Whatsoever things are pure,” we must “think 
on these things” if we are to find passport into 
the company of the white-robed. Alas! when we 
would do good, evil pursues us and possesses us, 
and is ever present with us. How are we to come 
off conqueror? “Sure, I must fight if I would 
win.” And even then—while it took Israel but 
one day to get out of Egypt, it took forty hos 
to get Egypt out of Israel. 

“Woe is me, for I am... a man of unclean 
lips” and life. ‘There is none that doeth good, 
no, not one.” “Though thou wash thee with 
nitre, and take thee much soap, yet thine iniquity 
is marked before me, saith the Lord God.” 
When the leopard can change his spots, may we 
hope for cleansing through our own effort. “Are 
not Abana and Pharpar, rivers of Damascus, bet- 
ter than all the waters of Israel? May I not 
wash in them, and be clean?” Let unclean 
Naaman be answer. 

What can we do? What may we do? What 
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shall we do? These emblems point to our only 
hope and our only help. They point us to the 
Lamb without spot or blemish, slain from the 
foundation of the world for our “sin and our 
uncleanness.” They point to the fountain opened 
for our cleansing. They make it possible for me 
to cry, “Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be 
clean: wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.” 
“The blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us 
from all sin.” “If we confess our sins, he is 
faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to 
cleanse us from all unrighteousness.” “Create 
in me a clean heart, O God.’’. I cry, but He 
cleanses; I confess, He cleanses; I come, He 
cleanses. 


“Thou my everlasting portion, 
More than friend or life to me.” 


He of the broken body, He of the shed blood, 
is “All my hope and all my plea.” 


CHAPTER XXXV 
THE IMPOVERISHED CHRIST 


Though he was rich, yet for your sakes he became 
poor.—2 Cor. 8. 9. 


VeERILy, “He emptied himself.” The Son of 
God turned his back upon heaven. He quitted 
the company and companionship of angels. He 
left behind all the delights of that spiritual realm. 
Legions of angelic hosts were His servants. “He 
was rich.” 

He came—born in a stable, because there was 
no room in the inn; he had nowhere to lay his 
head—poorer than the foxes and the birds, who 
had houses in the earth and nests in the trees. 
“He became poor.” 

He was poor in friendships. To-day all men 
follow him. To-morrow all men forsake him. 
To-day the multitudes cry, “Hosanna; Blessed be - 
he that cometh in the name of the Lord.” To- 
morrow that same multitude, now a mob, cry: 
“Away with him! crucify him, crucify him! We 
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will not have this man.” An artist shows us all 
that is left on the morrow of that great palm 
procession of yesterday: an ass, the ass on which 
the Lord rode in triumph yesterday, nibbling at 
a withered palm branch. 

And at the very crest of his popularity we 
read, “From that time many of his disciples went 
back, and walked no more with him.” True in 
the early hour of his ministry the disciples “for- 
sook their nets, and followed him.” But in that 
dark hour when the Man of Sorrows so needed 
friends and friendship, the disciples “forsook 
him, and fled.” Did ever one tread the earth 
poorer in friendship? 

He was so poor in appreciations. Whatever 
else Jesus was and whatever else he did, he was a 
preacher. “The spirit of the Lord is upon me, 
because he hath anointed me to preach the 
gospel.” “And he went throughout every city 
and village preaching.” “He departed thence to 
teach and preach in their cities.” “And seeing 
the multitudes, he opened his mouth and taught 
them.” Many heard, but how few heeded. Many 
listened, few loved. Many followed for the 
loaves and fishes. Few longed for the life—his 
life. Many came to be pleased. Few came to 
be profited. His was the loneliness of greatness. 
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Men listened to him to trap him, to find occasion 
against him, to have wherewith to accuse him. 
And he said, “Reproach”—lack of appreciation, 
coldness—“hath broken my heart.” 

And that last night as the Lord broke bread and 
gave to his disciples, how poor he saw himself! 
He saw himself tasting death for every man. He 
saw himself bruised for the world’s iniquity. 
He saw himself bearing the world’s guilt. He 
saw himself forsaken of men—all men, aban- 
doned of God—‘My God, my God, why hast 
thou forsaken me”—smitten, bleeding, dying, 
alone. Verily, He was poor, so poor. 

But “He became poor that ye through his 
poverty might become rich.” He gave up that 
you might get. He had nowhere to lay his head 
that you might live in a mansion. “He emptied 
himself” that you might be filled with all the full- 
ness of God. 

And as we bow at this His table could we 
better sing than 
“Fill me now, fill me now, 

Fill me with Thy Holy Spirit, 
Come, O come, and fill me now.” 


XXXVI 
THE BREAD 


My Father giveth you the true bread from heaven.— 
John 6. 32. 


YESTERDAY Christ fed the five thousand with 
the five little loaves and the two small fish. Last 
night he crossed the Sea of Galilee afoot. The 
disciples out in that dark and storm alone, seeing 
Jesus walking on the water and not knowing it 
was Jesus, “were sore afraid.” So ’tis ever to 
those who see but do not know. 

To-day the crowd make their way around the 
sea and find him “on the other side.” Blessed 
all who, crossing the great sea that divides, find 
him on the other side. 

The crowd coming into his presence, exclaim, 
“Rabbi”’—“Master,” “Teacher.” Ah! they would 
have him think they come seeking to be taught. 
But Jesus knew what they were thinking on the 
inside, He always knows. There are no secrets 
to him. He knows. And He says, “Ye seek me 
not because ye saw the miracles, but because ye 
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did eat of the loaves, and were filled.” They 
were of those whose “‘god is their belly.” They 
were lineal descendants of those of the wilder- 
ness, who, though God fed them with angels’ 
food, yet hankered for the onions and leeks and 
garlic of Egypt. What fools appetite makes of 
men! 

When Jesus told them they followed him be- 
cause of the loaves and fishes, they retorted, 
“Well, even if so; Moses fed our fathers forty 
years in the wilderness.” 

“Yes,” said Jesus in substance, “Moses did feed 
your fathers with what you call bread, and they 
all died. Oh, why will ye hanker for that kind of 
bread, bread which is not bread? True bread, 
real bread, life-giving bread cometh down from 
heaven. All men need this bread. He that 
eateth this bread shall never hunger.” 

Then they cried, “Give us this bread.” 

And then, looking them in the heart, he said, 
“T am that bread.” 

In this dialogue between the Master and the 
multitude are sealed some great truths. 

Bread comes from heaven. That’s what Jesus 
said. And he said it in this conversation not 
fewer than six times. Bread comes from heaven. 
It does. This morning you breakfasted. And 
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the food, from whence came it? It grew. 
Where? In God’s out yonder. What made it 
grow? Three things—light, heat, and moisture, 
all of which are from heaven. Bread comes from 
heaven. 

To live man must have bread. Man is the child 
of two worlds—earth and heaven. It takes two 
kinds of bread to feed him. “Man cannot live 
by bread alone’”—earth bread; he must have other 
bread also. And both come from heaven. Baker’s 
bread is from above. 

The Lord’s Prayer is of two parts. “Give us 
this day our daily bread,” and “Forgive us our 
trespasses.” The cry for daily bread reaches far 
higher than the pantry shelf or cupboard door. 
It is a cry for living bread, true bread, the bread 
that cometh down from heaven. 

Man must have bread. Bread is not a luxury 
but a necessity. Man must have it or die. There 
are no substitutes. Bread it must be or death. 
What’s the matter with the man who is anemic 
and wasted? He’s been substituting bonbons 
and all sorts of feed bric-a-brac for bread. 

Take away bread and the world dies. “I am 
the true bread that came down from heaven.” 
“T am come that ye might have life.” “Without 
me ye are dead.” Bread—a necessity, not a 
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luxury. Christ optional? Christ a luxury? He 
is life’s great, greatest necessity. “Except ye eat 
the flesh of the Son of man, . . . ye have no life 
in you.” “He that cometh to me shall never 
hunger.” 

Christ is life’s great necessity. Are you lost? 
Then you must have a finder. He came “to seek 
and save that which was lost.” Are you in dark- 
ness? Then must you have light. Christ is “the 
true Light, which lighteth every man.” Are you 
dead? “He that hath the Son hath life.” Christ 
is the world’s great necessity. So is bread. He 
is that bread. And all bread “cometh down from 
heaven.” 

He is that true bread. ‘Wherefore do ye spend 
money for that which is not bread?” “Eat... 
and let your soul delight itself in fatness.” 
“Hear, and your soul shall live.” 

Jesus also much emphasized in this conversa- 
tion, “I am the bread of life.” In one sentence 
Jesus calls himself physician and in the next 
bread. How can these things be? “They that 
are whole have no need of a physician, but they 
that are sick.” You take medicine to kill disease 
germs. Disease germs are poison. And medi- 
cine? It also is poison. The one poison kills the 
other poison. Take the same medicine when you 
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are well and it will make you sick. When you 
are out of the hospital, and are free from the 
germs of disease, it is no longer medicine you 
need, but bread to make you strong. At times 
we need both—physician and bread. 

“Ts there no balm in Gilead; is there no physi- 
cian there?” There is. 

“The Great Physician now is near, 

The sympathizing Jesus.” 
We need healing, curing, restoring. After that 
we need Bread to make us “grow in grace,” “till 
we come... unto a perfect man, unto the 
measure of the stature of the fullness of Christ.” 
That we may be no longer babes, weaklings, we 
must have bread, that “we may grow thereby.” 

For forty years in the wilderness God fed the 
children of Israel daily with manna from heaven. 
And through it for forty years, the Lord tried 
to lead them to the true Bread, the real Bread, 
the living Bread from heaven. 

On the plates before us is bread, just common, 
cupboard bread. And it is from heaven—forget 
not that. But it is to lead us, as God tried to lead 
the children of Israel, to Him, the Bread : through 
this bread to that Bread. May every heart in 
sincerity cry out, “Lord, ever more give me this 
bread.” 


XXXVII | 
THE CUP 
And he took the cup.— Matt. 26. 27. 


“Anp he took the cup.” What did Jesus see 
therein told? And men take the cup. What do 
they see therein told? The cup as the Saviour 
sees it and as the sinner sees it. As the Divine 
One sees it and as the human one sees it. As the 
Redeemer sees it and the redeemed sees it. “Jesus 
took the cup.” 

Jesus saw in the cup the Father hiding his 
face from him. He saw himself abandoned, 
forsaken of God, until his soul cried out, “Eloi, 
Eloi, lama sabachthani.” He saw himself looked 
upon by heaven as a sacrifice paying the bitter 
price of sin. He saw himself bruised for the 
world’s iniquity, chastised for a world’s sin, pay- 
ing the price and penalty of a world’s guilt. He 
saw himself “despised, rejected of men;... 
stricken, smitten of God, and afflicted.” He saw 
the pain and anguish and agony of Calvary. He 
saw himself “tasting death for every man.” 
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“Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in, 

When Christ, the mighty Maker, died 
For man the creature’s sin.” 


Christ looking into the cup saw sin in all its 
frightfulness and himself paying the penalty.- 
Yet, seeing, he set his face steadfastly toward 
Golgotha’s cross, impelled onward by a love that 
led him gladly to give himself for the sins of the 
world. What a price! What a love! 


“See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 

Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?” 


“And he took the cup.” 
Man sees in the cup the unmeasurable cost of 
himself to God. 


“Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
Demands my soul, my life, my all.” 


He sees for the first time the sinfulness of sin. 
His sin—his sin that nailed him there. His sin 
that crucified the Christ of God, and seeing, his 
very soul cries within him. 


ae CUP 165 


“Was it for crimes that I have done, 
He groaned upon the tree? 

Amazing pity! Grace unknown! 
‘And love beyond degree!” 


He sees his case presented, pleaded by the 
Advocate in the highest court of heaven. He 
holds the cup before the throne and cries—the 
cup makes it possible for him to cry— 

“Five bleeding wounds He bears, 
Received on Calvary; 
They pour effectual prayers, 
They strongly plead for me: 
‘Forgive him, O forgive,’ they cry, 
‘Nor let that ransomed sinner die.’ ” 


He sees -himself reconciled unto God. The 
chasm that sin hath wrought between him and 
heaven is bridged. It is now made possible for 
him to look up and say, 

“My God is reconciled; 
His pardoning voice I hear; 
He owns me for his child, 
I can no longer fear: 


With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And, ‘Father, Abba, Father,’ cry.” 


He sees in the cup himself freed from sin, its 
penalty and its power; its enslavements and its 
entanglements. ‘Where sin abounded, grace did 
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much more abound.” With glad heart and quick 
step and a lightened face he sings: 


“This is the way I long have sought, 
And mourned because I found it not; 


My grief a burden long has been,| 
Because I was not saved from sin. 
The more I strove against its power, 
I felt its weight and guilt the more; 
Till late I heard my Saviour say, 
‘Come hither, soul, I am the way.’” 


So man sees in the cup. 

But “He took the cup, and gave thanks.” He 
shrank from it, yet he reached for it and gave 
thanks. “He saw the travail of his soul and was 
satisfied.” He saw the millions redeemed. He 
saw an earth filled with the knowledge of the 
Lord as the seas are filled with water. He saw 
a new earth and a new heaven made possible 
through the blood of the everlasting covenant, 
and he gave thanks, 

If Jesus Christ could take the cup that sym- 
bolized his death and give thanks, how miuch 
more should man take the cup that symbolizes 
his salvation and give thanks. “Drink ye all of 
it,’ and “be ye thankful.” 


. 


XXXVIII 
THE LAW AND THE GOSPEL 


The law was given by Moses, but grace and truth 
came by Jesus Christ.—John 1. 17. 


CoMPARING and contrasting Moses with 
Christ, the law and the gospel is a most whole- 
some exercise—and profitable. Consider Genesis 
and Revelation, the first and last books, in con- 
trast. Or confine yourself to three chapters in 
each—the first three in Genesis and the last three 
in Revelation. What a divine antithesis! 

In Genesis God tells of the creation of the 
heaven and the earth; in Revelation is recorded 
the story of the new heaven and the new earth. 
In Genesis, Satan overthrowing; in Revelation, 
Satan overthrown. In Genesis, the picture of 
how sorrow entered into the world; in Revelation 
—the picture of a world where there is no sor- 
row. In Genesis we read of the earth being 
cursed; in Revelation, of the time when there 
shall be no more curse. In Genesis, the tree of 
life lost; in Revelation—the tree of life restored. 

167 


168 THE LIVING BREAD 


In Genesis, we are given the story of how the 
first Adam lost his kingdom; in Revelation, of 
how the second Adam regained his. And so the 
contrasts run throughout Genesis and Revelation, 
through many Old Testament books and many 
New Testament books, through Moses and 
Christ, through the Law and the Gospel. 

Moses’s first public act was the slaying of an 
Egyptian—death. Christ’s first public act and 
announcement was, “I am come that they might 
have life.” At the burning bush God commanded 
Moses to “put off thy shoes from off thy feet”— 
the act and attitude of a servant, that. Under 
the gospel the Father sees the prodigal returning 
and cried, “Put shoes on his feet’”—the badge of 
sonship. 

Under Moses, Aaron cast down the rod and 
it became a serpent. The law does not kill the 
serpent, it but manifests it, reveals it. Christ 
came, “to destroy that old serpent, the devil.” 
The law reveals, the gospel kills the serpent. 
Moses thrust his hand in his bosom and it came 
out “leprous as snow.” The law shows the 
leprosy of sin. And Christ said to the leper, “Be 
thou clean,” and, like Naaman, “his flesh came 
again like unto the flesh of a little child.’ The 
gospel cleanses. 
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The mount of the law was covered with “gross 
darkness.” Jesus came, saying, “I am the light 
of the world.” The law was given amid thunder- 
ings and lightnings and quakings and blackness. 
The gospel was revealed on the mount of beauty, 
garmented in light, and His face “did shine as 
the sun” and a “bright cloud overshadowed 
them.” 

The first result after the law was given, was 
that three thousand died. The first result of the 
proclamation of the gospel of grace was that three 
thousand were made alive at Pentecost. 

Moses—the law—could not take the people 
into the promised land. Joshua—an earlier 
spelling for ‘‘Jesus”—led them into the land. The 
law points out the promised land the gospel leads 
into. “A man is not justified by the works of the 
law’’—acquitted, freed. “If the Son therefore 
shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.” 
“What the law could not do, Jesus did.” 

Under the law, the sheep gave its life for the 
shepherd. Under grace, the Shepherd, “the good 
shepherd giveth his life for the sheep.” That is 
this service. “All we like sheep have gone 
astray; . . . and the Lord hath laid on him the 
iniquity of us all.” “With his stripes we are 
healed.” “Jesus... should taste death for 
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every man.” Because he died you may live. 
“The law was given by Moses, but grace and 
truth and life came by Jesus Christ.” 

Emblems of his death—symbols of life for 
thee. Eat and live. 


XXXIX 
THE MASTER IS COMING 


Then came Jesus, the doors being shut, and stood in 
the midst—John 20. 26. 


“They said: ‘The Master is coming 
To honor the town to-day, 
And none can tell at whose house or home 
The Master will choose to stay.’ 
And I thought, while my heart beat wildly, 
‘What if he should come to mine? 
How would I strive to entertain 
And honor the Guest Divine!’ 


“And straight I turned to toiling 
To make my home more neat; 
I swept, and polished, and garnished, - 
And decked it with blossoms sweet; 
I was troubled for fear the Master 
Might come ere my task was done, 
And I hasted and worked the faster, 
And watched the hurrying sun. 


“But right in the midst of my duties 
A woman came to my door; 
She had come to tell me her sorrows, 
And my comfort and aid to implore. 
171 


172 


THE LIVING BREAD 


“And I said: ‘I cannot listen, 
Nor help you any to-day ; 

I have greater things to attend to,’ 
And the pleader turned away. 


“But soon there came another— 

A cripple, thin, pale, and gray, 
‘And said: ‘O, let me stop and rest 
Awhile in your home, I pray! 

I have traveled far since morning, 

I am hungry and faint and weak; 
My heart is full of misery, 
And comfort and help I seek.’ 


“And I said: ‘I am grieved and sorry, 
But I cannot help you to-day; 

I look for a great and noble Guest’— 
And the cripple went away. 

And the day wore onward swiftly, 
And my task was nearly done, 

And a prayer was ever in my heart 
That the Master to me might come. 


“And I thought I would spring to meet him, 
And serve him with utmost care, 
When a little child stood beside me, 
Sweet and pale and fair; 
Sweet, but with marks of teardrops, 
And his clothes were tattered and old; 
A finger was bruised and bleeding, 
And his little bare>feet were cold. 
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“And I said: ‘I am sorry for you; 
You are sorely in need of care, 

But I cannot stop to give it, 
You must hasten on elsewhere.’ 

And at the words a shadow 
Swept over his blue-veined brow— 

‘Some one will feed and clothe you, dear, 
But I am too busy now.’ 


“At last the day was ended, 
And my toil was over and done; 
My house was swept and garnished, 
And I watched in the dusk alone; 
Watched, but no footfall sounded, 
No one paused at my gate, 
No one entered my cottage door, 
I could only pray and wait. 


“T waited till night had deepened, 
And the Master had not come; 
‘He has entered some other door,’ I cried, 
‘And gladdened some other home!’ 
My labor had been for nothing, 
And I bowed my head and wept. 
My heart was sore with longing, 
Yet spite of it all, I slept. 


“Then the Master stood before me, 
And his face was grave and fair: 
‘Three times to-day I came to your door, 
And craved your pity and care; 


174 THE LIVING BREAD 


Three times you sent me onward, 
Unhelped and uncomforted, 

And the blessing you might have had was lost, 
And your chance to serve has fled.’ 


“OQ Lord, dear Lord, forgive me! 
How could I know it was thee?’ 
My very soul was shamed and bowed 

In the depths of humility. 

And he said, ‘The sin is pardoned, 
But the blessing is lost to thee; 
For, comforting not the least of mine, 
Ye have failed to comfort me.’” 


The subject, “The Master is Coming,” is 
wrong. The Master has come. He is here. 
Here in these pews, here in these aisles, here in 
this broken bread, here in this cup. May you all 
have the seeing eye to discern the Lord’s presence. 


XL 


SUPPING WITH THE LORD; OR, 
YEDDIE’S. FIRST AND LAST 
COMMUNION 


I will sup with him and he with me.—Rev. 3. 20. 


A poor “innocent,” who was supported by his 
parish in the Highlands of Scotland, passed his 
time in wandering from house to house. He was 
silent and peaceable, and won the pity of all kind 
hearts. He had little power to converse with his 
fellow men, but seemed often in loving com- 
munion with him who, while he is the High and 
Holy One, condescends to men of low estate. 
Yeddie, as he was called, was in the habit of 
whispering and muttering to himself as he 
trudged along the highway, or performed the 
simple tasks which any neighbor felt at liberty 
to demand of him. The boys, while they were 
never cruel to him, often got a little fun out of 
his odd ways. He believed every word they said 
to him; and because he had been told in sport 
that if he once rode over the hills to kirk in a 
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donkey-cart, he would never be heir to the Earl 
of Glen Allen, he refused all the kind offers of 
farmers and cotters, and always replied in the 
same words: “Na, na, ill luck falls on me the day 
I mount a cart; so I’ll aye gang on my ain feet 
up to the courts of the Lord’s house, and be talk- 
ing to himsel’ as I gang.” 

Once, when a merry boy heard him pleading 
earnestly with some unseen one, he asked, “What 
ghost or goblin are you begging favors of now, 
Yeddie?” “Neither the one nor the tither, 
laddie,” he replied. “I was just having a few 
words wi’ him that neither yersel’ nor I can see, 
and yet wi’ him that sees the baith o’ us!” 

The poor fellow was talking to God, while the 
careless wise ones laughingly said, “He is talking 
to himself.” 

One day Yeddie presented himself in his coarse 
frock and his hob-nailed shoes before the min- 
ister, and making a bow, much like that of a 
wooden toy when pulled by a string, he said, 
“Please minister, let poor Yeddie eat supper on 
the coming day wi’ the Lord Jesus.” The good 
man was preparing for the observance of the 
Lord’s Supper, which came quarterly in that 
thinly settled region, and was celebrated by sev- 
eral churches together; so that the concourse of 
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people made it necessary to hold the services in 
the open air. 

He was too busy to be disturbed by the simple 
youth, and so strove to put him off as gently as 
possible. But Yeddie pleaded, “O minister, if ye 
but kenned how I loved him, ye wud let me go 
where he’s to sit at the table!’ This so touched 
his heart that permission was given for Yeddie 
to take his seat with the rest. And although he 
had many miles to trudge over hill and moor, he 
was on the ground long before those who lived 
near and drove good horses. 

As the services proceeded, tears flowed from 
the eyes of the poor “innocent,” and at the name 
of Jesus he would shake his head mournfully and 
whisper, “But I dinna see him.” At length, how- 
ever, after partaking of the hallowed elements, 
he raised his head, wiped away the traces of his 
tears, and, looking in the minister’s face, nodded 
and smiled. Then he covered his face with his 
hands, and buried it between his knees, and re- 
mained in that posture till the parting blessing 
was given, and the people began to scatter. He 
then rose, and with a face lighted with joy, and 
yet marked with solemnity, he followed the rest. 

One and another from his own parish spoke 

to him, but he made no reply until pressed by 
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some of the boys. Then he said, “Ah, lads, dinna 
bid Yeddie talk to-day! He’s seen the face o’ 
the Lord Jesus among his ain ones. He got a 
smile fro’ his eye and a word fro’ his tongue; 
and he’s afeared to speak lest he lose memory 
o’t; for it’s but a bad memory he has at the best. 
Ah, lads, I ha’ seen him this day that I never 
seed before. I ha’ seen wi’ these dull eyes yon 
lovely Man! Dinna ye speak, but just leave poor 
Yeddie to His company.” 

The boys looked on in wonder, and one whis- 
pered to another, “Sure he’s na longer daft! The 
senses ha’ come into head, and he looks and 
speaks like a wise one.’ 

When Yeddie reached the poor cot he called 
“home” he dared not talk with the “granny” who 
sheltered him, lest he might, as he said, “lose the 
bonny face.” He left his “porritch and treacle” 
untasted, and after smiling and patting the faded 
cheek of the old woman, to show her that he was 
not out of humor, he climbed the ladder to the 
poor loft where his pallet of straw was, to get 
another look and another word “fro’ yon lovely 
Man.” And his voice was heard below in low | 
tones: “Ay, Lord, it’s just poor me that has been 
sae long seeking ye; and now we'll bide togither 
and never part more! O ay! but this is a bonny 
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loft, all goold and precious stones. The hall o’ — 


the castle is a poor place to my loft this bonny 
night!” And then his voice grew softer and 
softer till it died away. 

Granny sat over the smoldering peat below 
with her elbows on her knees, relating to a neigh- 
boring crone the stories of the boys who had 
preceded Yeddie from the service, and also his 
own strange words and appearance. 

“And besides all this,” she said, “he refused 
to taste his supper—a thing he had never done © 
before since the parish paid his keeping. More 
than that, he often ate his own portion and mine 
too, and then cried for more—such a fearful 
appetite he had! But to-night, when he cam’ in, 
faint wi’ the long road he had come, he cried, 
‘Na meat for me, granny; I ha’ had a feast which 
I will feel within me while I live; I supped wi’ 
the Lord Jesus, and noo I must e’en gang up the 
loft and sleep wi’ him.’ ” 

“Noo, Molly,” replied granny’s guest, “does 
na’ that remind ye o’ the words o’ our Lord him- 
sel’ when he telled them that bid him eat, ‘I ha’ 
meat to eat that ye know not of’? Whao’ll dare 
to say that the blessed hand that fed the multitude 
when they were seated upon the grass, has na’ 
been this day feeding the hungry soul o’ poor 
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Yeddie as he sat at his table? Ah, Molly, we 
little know what humble work he will stoop to 
do for his ain puir ones who cry day and night to 
him! We canna tell noo but this daft laddie 
will be greater in the kingdom of heaven than 
the Earl himsel’—puir body—that looks very 
little noo as if he’d be able to crowd in at the 
pearly gate!” 

When the morrow’s sun arose, “granny,” un- 
willing to disturb the weary Yeddie, left her poor 
pillow to perform his humble tasks. She brought 
peat from the stack and water from the spring. 
She spread her humble table, and made her “por- 
ritch”; and then, remembering that he went sup- 
perless to bed, she called him from the foot of 
the ladder. There was no reply. She called 
again and again, but there was no sound above 
but the wind whistling through the opening in 
the thatch. She had not ascended the rickety 
stairs for years; but anxiety gave strength to her 
limbs, and she soon stood in the poor garret 
- which had long sheltered the half-idiot boy. Be- 
fore a rude stool, half sitting, half kneeling, with 
his head resting on his folded arms, she found 
Yeddie. She laid her hand upon his head, but 
instantly recoiled in terror. The heavy iron 
crown had been lifted from his brow, and, while 
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she was sleeping, had been replaced with the 


crown of the ransomed which fadeth not away. 
Yeddie had caught a glimpse of Jesus, and could 
not live apart from him. As he had supped, so 
he had slept—with him. 
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